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EPISTLE I. 

TO A LADY. 



Occafionei by the Arri'val c/^ Her Royal 
Highness. 

MADAM, to all your cenfures I fubmit, 
And frankly own I ihould long iincc have writ: 
You told me, £lence would be thought a crime. 
And kindly ftrove to teaze me into rhyme : 
No more let trifling themes your Mufe employ. 
Nor lavlfh vcrfe to paint a female toy : 
No more on plains with rural damfels fport, 
But fing the glories of the Britijh court. 

By your commands and inclination fway'd, 
I calPd th' unwilling Mufes to my aid ; 
Refolv'd to write, the noble theme I chofe. 
And to thePrincefs thus the Poem rofe. 

Aidnu^ bright Phcebus; a/V, ye f acred Nirni 
Exalt my Genius^ and my *ver/e refine, 
Myftrains nvith Carolina'/ name I grace f 
7 he lonely parent of our royal race. 
Breathe f oft i ye nuindst ye nva'ves in fdence fUep ; 
Let profp^rous breexet canton o*er the deep, 
Snvell the white failsy and *with the f reamers play ^ 
7 9 waft her gently o^er the nvai'ry ^way. 

B z Hert 
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4 EPISTLES. 

Here I to Neptune form'd a pompous pray'i^ 
To rein the wimis* a d g«ard the royal Fair j 
Bid the blue Tritons lound their twilled (hells. 
And call the Nereids from their pearly cells. . 
. 'J'hus my. warm geiil had drawn, the Mufe aUng, 
Yet knew no method to condud her fong; 
I then refolv'd fome modoJ to purfue, . . , 
Perus'd Freud? OtitiC\t^^ and began anew. 
Long open panegyrick drags at bell, 
And praife is only prife when wdl addrefsM. 

Straight Horace for fome lucky ode I fought : 
And all aloag 1 trac'd him thought by tbought : 
This new performance to a friepd I fhow'd ; 
For fhame, fays he, what, imitate an Ode ! 
I?d rather ballads write, and Grub-fiirtet layi. 
Than pillage C^far for my patron's praife : 
One common fate all imitators (hare» 
To fave mince-pies, and cap the grocer's w)ar«« 
Vex'd at the charge, I to the flames comnak 
Rhymes^ fimilies, Lords namcsi, and ead^ofi wit t 
In blotted llanzas (craps of Qdes expire. 
And fuftian mounts in Pyramids of fire. 

Ladies,, to you 1 next infcrib'd my lay;. 
And writ a letter. in familiar way : 
For (lill impatient till thje Princefs came. 
You from defcription wi{h'd,to kH0w.riie dame^ 
Each day my pleafmg labour larger graw. 
For ftill ticw graces open'd to my vie>y. 
Twelve lines ran oh to introduce the theme, 
And then I thus purfn'd the growing fcheme. 

Beauty and w( were fure hy nature joirid^ 
And charms are tman^tion^ to the mind \ 
The foul tran/fhrcing through the Jhining fr^mfi^ 
Forms ttUthe gracis of the Princely Humt ! 

Bene^ 
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EPISTLES. 

Benevolence her connjerf at ion guides^ 

Smiles on her ckeek, and in her eye rejides. 

Such harmony upon her tongue is founds 

As Joftens Engliih to Italian yc^^W; 

Tet in'thofe founds Cuch fentimettti appear, 

As charm the yudgmenj, nxhile they f cot b the ear. 

Religion's ch^ar/uljlujiie her ho/cm ^joarms^ 
Calms all her hours ^ and brightens all her chartus* 
lienceforthy ye Fair^ at chapel mind y cur pre^Wsy 
Nor catch your lo'ver's eyes Qjuith artful airs ; 
Reflrain your looks y kneel more^ and ijjhifper lefsy 
Nor mofl devoutly criticife on drefs. 

From her ftrm all your charaSiers of lift^ 
7he tender mother y and the faithful <wife. 
Oft have Ifeen her little infant trainy 
^he lovely promife of a future reign ; 
Ohferv'd 'withpleafure every daivning grace f 
Anel all the mother opening in their face ; 
The fon Jhali add ne^w honours to the line. 
And early vuith paternal virtues fbine \ 
Jf'^hen he the tale of Audenard repeats. 
His little heart ivith emulation btats ; 
With conquefts yet to comelyis bofom glovus. 
He dreams of triumphs and of vanquiJP d foes. 
Each year vjith artsjhalljlore his ripening brain. 
And from his Grandftre hejhall l^arn to reign. 

Thus far I'd gone : Propitious nitng gales 
Now bid the failor hoift the fwelttng fails: 
Fair Carolina lands ; the cannons roar. 
White Alhian^^ cliffs refound from fhore to fiiore. 
Behold the bright original apj>ear, 
All praife is faint when CaroUna^% near. 
Thus to the nation's joy, but Poet's coft» 
The Princefe came, and my new plan was loft. 

B 3 SirxCf 
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6 . E P I S T L E>-S. 

Since all my fchemes were baulked, my lafl refort, 
I left the Mufes to frequent the Court ; 
Fenfive each night, from room to room I walk'd. 
To one I bow'd, ^d with another talkM ; 
Enquir'd what news, or fuch a Lady's name. 
And did the next day, and the next, the fame. 
Haces, I found, were daily given away, 
And yet no friendly Gazette mention'd Gaj. 
I afk'd a friend what method to purfue ; 
He cry'd, I want a place as well as you. 
Another aflt'd me, why I had not writ ; 
A Poet owes his fortune to his wit. 
Straight J reply'd; With what a courtly grace. 
Flows eafy verfe from him that has a place ! 
Had Firgil ne'er at court improved his ftrains^ 
He dill had fung of flocks and homely fwains ; 
And had not Horact^viett preferment found. 
The Roman lyre had never learnt to found. 

Once Ladies fair in homely gulfe I fung. 
And with their names wild woods and mountains rung. 
Oh teach me now to ftrike a fofter ftrain ! 
The Court refines the language of the plain. 

You mufl, ^ cries one, the Miniftry rehearfe. 
And with each Patriot's name prolong your verfe. 
But fure this truth to Poets fhould be known. 
That praifing all alike, is praifing none. 

Another told me, if 1 wifh'd fuccefs, 
To fome diiHnguifh'd Lord I muft addrefs ; 
One whofe high virtues fpeak his noble blood. 
One always zealous for hb country's good ; 
*Where valour and ftrong eloquence unite, 
Jn council cautious, refolute in fight ; 
Whofe gen'raus temper prompts him to defend,, 
And patronize the man that want^ a friend. 
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Yoa have» 'tis true» the noble Patron Aiown» — 
But I9 alas ! am to Argyle unknown. 

Still every one I met in this agreed, 
Tfi« writing was nijr met}«0d to ^cee^ ; : ' '\ 

But how prmrmehts (b pdfTefsM my bflain. 
That fcarce I could produce a iingle ftraki : 
Indeed I ibmetii^es hsun»ejr'd oat a^^line^ 
Without connexion as without defign. 
One mom upon the Princefs, this I writ. 
An Epigram that boafts more trutlr thkn wit; 

The fomf of titles ea/y faith might fyiht , 

' ^he /corned an emfire for religion^s fake : 
For this, on earth the British crotvn isgi*v*nf 
And an immortdl ertMh decreed in hea*v^n. 

Again, while G£0iJG£'8 virtues jais*d my th<>nght> 
The following lines prophetick fancy wrought. 

Methittks Ifeefome Bard, <whofe hea*venfy rage 
Shall rije in fongf and nvarm a future' age i 
Look hack through timey and, rapt in nmnder^ trace 
7 he glorious feries of the Brunfwick race* 

From thefirfl George the godlike kings defcend, 
A line 'which only ivith the 'w^trld fhall end* 
The next agenrous Prince renonjut^d in armst 
And blefs*dj long hlefs^din Q2^xoXv^i! s charms \ 
From theft the refl. ^Tis thus fecure in peace, 
IVepfcw t he f elds 9 and reap the year's increafe : 
AW Commerce, luealthy Goddefs, rears her head. 
And bids BniZiiTiWsfeets^ their can'vas fpread ; 
Vnnumber\d fjips the peopled gcean hide. 
And fwealth returns iviih each re'vol'ving tide. 

Hercpaus'd the fullen Mufe, in Ijafte I drcfs^d, 
And through the crowd of needy courtiers prefs*d ; 
Though unfuccefsful, happy whilft I fee, 
Thofeeycs that glad a nation, ihineon me. 

B 4 EPISTLE 
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TO THrilrtdfif 'ifdKOVIIABti^ THI ' • 



EARj.(;)F3URUNMPN. 



'' 'AJourni^ to 1^7ijl.n^. i' .|,.\./-.. ,, 

WHILE you, my Lord, bid ftately pfjes afcend, , 
Gr in your Chlfwick bow'rs enjoy your friend; 
Where Fopf unloads the boaghs within his reach,/ 
The purple vine, blue plumb, and blufhing pciich ; 
I journey far^*— You knew fat Bards might tire. 
And, mounted i fent me forth your trufty Squire. 

*Twas on the d^y wh^n city dames repair 
To take their weekly dofe of HUe-Fark ^ir ; 
V^hen forth we trot : no carts the road infeft. 
For Hill on Sundays Country horfes reft. 
Thy garden^, Kenjtngtony we leave uhfeeii ; 
Through Hatfimerfm'uh jog on to Twnham- green : 
That Turfj^am-green'which dainty pigeons fe^. 
But feeds no more : for * So/owon is dead* 
Three dufty miles reach Brentfsrd^s tedious town. 
For dirty ftfeets, and white-legg'd <;hickens known : 

* A nwi Ute^y (»roft«» for («e(^ing pig«)P8 at Tutnham-greca- 

l^cnce 
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Thence o'er wide fhrubby heaths, and furro\r'd lanes. 
We come, where Thames divides the meads of Atones. 
We ferry 'd o'er ; for late the winter's flood 
Shook her frail bridge, and tore her piles of wood. 
PreparM for war, now Bag Jhot- Heath we crofs. 
Where broken gameffcers oft repair their lofs. 
At Hariley-roiu the foaming bit we preft. 
While the fat landlord welcom'd ev'ry guefi:. 
Siipper was ended, healths the glaflescrown'd. 
Our hoft extoll'd his wine at ev'ry roand. 
Relates the Juflices late meeting there. 
How many bottles drank, and what their cheer ^ 
What Lords had been his gaeils in days of yore^ 
And prais'd their wifdom much, their drinking more. 

Let travellers the morning vigils keep : 
The morning rofc, but we lay fafl: afleep. 
Twelve tedious miles we bore the fultry fun. 
And Fopham-Lane was fcarce in fight by one : 
Th^ftraggling village harbour'd thieves of old, 
•Twas here the flage-coach'd lafs refign'd her gokl ; 
That gold which had in London purchas'd gowns. 
And fent her home a Be/ie to country towns. 
Bat ^bbers haunt no more the neighbouring wood : 
Here unown'd infants find their daily food ; 
For ihottld the maiden mother nurfe her fon, 
'Twottid fpoil her match when her good name is gone. 
Our jolly hoflefs nineteen children bore, 
Nor faiPd her breaft to fuckle nineteen more. 
Bejuft, ye Prudes, wipe off the long arrear ; 
Be virgins flill in town, but mothers here. 

Sufur, we pafs, and leave her*fpacious down, 
And with the fctting fun reach StockhrJge town. 
O^r our parch 'd tongue ^he rich metheglin glides. 
And the red dainty trout our knife divides. 

]ft 5 Sad 
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gad melancholy ev'ry vifage wears ; 

y/hat, no eledlion come in feven long yf ars ! 

• Of all our race of Mayors, fhall Snoiv ab>Be 

Be by Sir Richard^% dedication known I 

Our ftreets no more with tides of ale fhall float. 

Nor coblers feaft three years upon one vote. 

Next morn, twelve miles led o'er th' unbounded plains 
Where the cloak'd (hepherd guides his fleecy train ; 
No leafy bow'rs a noon-day (belter lend. 
Nor from the chilly dews at night defend r 
With wondrous art, he counts the draggling flock» 
And by the fun informs you what's a clock. 
How are our fhepherds fall'n from antient days \ 
No /im^tryllis chaunts alterrrate l»ys ; 
From her no lift'ning echoes learn to fmg,. 
Nor with his reed the jocund valleys ring. 

Here fheep the pafture hide, there harvells bcnd„ 
See Sffrum^s fteeple o*er yon hill afcend ; 
Our horfes faintly trot beneath the heat, ^ 

And our keen ftomaehs know the hour to eat. 
Who can forfake thy walls, and not admire 
The proud cathedral, and the lofty fpire f 
What fempftrefs has not prov'd thy fciflfars good ? 
From hence firft came th' intriguing riding-hood. 
Amid t three br arding-fchools wellttoek'd with mifles,. 
Shall three knight- errants ftarve for want of kiflesi 

O'er the green Hirf the miles Aide fwift away, 
And Blatui/orJ ends the labours of the da/. 

* Sir Richard Steele, Member for Sfockbrid?e, wrote a trea^ 
tifc called Tiie Importance of Dunkiik confidcied, and dedicated 
it to Mr. John Snow, Bai'ifFof Sj ckbridge. 

t There are three boarding- fchopU in this tcwn. 

Tkc 
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The morning rofe; the fupper reck'ning paid, 
And our due fees difcharg'd to man and maid, 
The ready ofllfr near the ftirrup (lands, 
y^nd as we mount, our half- pence load hishands. 

Now the fteep hill fair Dorchefter 6'erlooks, 
Border'd by meads, and wafh'd byfilver brocks. 
Here fleep my two companions eyes fuppreft, 
And propt in elbow chairs they fnoring rcrf: 
I wear)' fit, and with my pencil trace 
I'heir painful pofhires, and their eyeicfs face ; 
Then dcdicatc^acb glafsto fome fair name, 
And on the fa(h the diamond fcrawls my flame. 
Now o'er true Roman way our horfes found, 
Crte'vius would kneel, and kifs the facred grounds 
On either fide low fertile vallics lie. 
The din ant profpe^ls tire the travelling eye/ 
Through Bridfort'^ ^oi^y lanes our rout we take^. 
And the proud fteep defcend to Morccmhe% lake. 
As herfes pafs'd, our landlord robb'd the pal), 
And with the mournful fcutcheon hung his hall. 
On unadulterate wine we here regale. 
And ftrip the lobfter of his fcarlet mail. ' 

We climb'd the hills, when ftarry hight aroie, 
And JyfTtinJfer affords a kind repofe. 
The maid fubdu'd by fees, her trunk unlocks. 
And gives the cleanly aid Of dowlas fmocks. 
Mean time our fhirts her bufy fingers rub. 
While the foap lathers o'er the foaming tub. 
If women's geer fuch pleafing dreams incite, 
Lend us your fmocks, ye damfels, ev'ry night I 
We rife/ our beards' demand the barber's art ; 
A female enters, and performs the part. 

The 
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The weighty gplden cl^^iii adorDS her neck. 
And three gold rings her ikilful h^nd bedeck : 
Smooth o'er our chia h^er ea<y fijiger^ move,. 
Soft as when Fenus ftroak'd the beard of J^iie. 

Now from th,^ A^^p, mfdfl icaliter'd farms and groves^ 
Our eye through Hfiniiof^^sizlv valley roves. 
Behind us foon the bufy town we leave, 
Where fineft lace induilrious laiTes weave. 
Now fwelling clouds folFd on j the rainy load 
Streamed down ouihats, andfmoak'd along the road ^ 
When (6 bkll ijght !) a friendly figli we fpyM,. 
Our fpur$ are flacken'd from thp hot^fes fide ; 
For fure a civil hpfl the houfe commands. 
Upon whoiie fign this coi^rteous motto ll^nd^ 
This is the antient handy and $h^ the pe^ ; 
Here is/or h({rjish(^t ewe( me^t for m^n. 
How rhyn^e wo^Jdflpurilh, did each fon of fj^me. 
Know his own geoius, and direft his flanjie.! 
Then he, that could not Epic flights refaearie, ' 
Might fweetly mourn in Elegiac verl'c. 
But were his Mufe for Elegy unfit. 
Perhaps a Diftich mighp not ftrayi ^s wk j 
j^ Epigram offen^, his harmlefs lines 
Might in gold letters fwing on ale-houie figns, 
Th6n Hohbinol might prppagate his ba^s. 
And Tuttk'fields record his ^mple lays ; 
Where rhymes, like thefc might lure the nurf^^^cyw^V 
While gaping infants Ajuall for farthing pies. 
Treat here^ ye Jhephtrds Wtb£% ymr dan{)thf'we^^ 
For pies and chee/ecakes t^rtfnn dam/els m£(t. 
Then Maurus in \^% proper fpherc, might fljin^c. 
And thefe proud nui^lpecs grace greajt ff^iUiat^s\ iign. - 
This 



,y Google 



EPISTLES. 

* This is the many this tbt Naflbvian> ^hom 
I nam^d the hra^ve deli'Oerer to come. 
But now the driving gales fufpcnd the rain, 
W^ ijpopnt our fteeds, and tfefvon^s city g^n. 

Hail h^ppy nativp lan.d! ^ut Iforbeai, 

What bther Countres mufl with envy hear. 

♦ Bla^kmore's Prince Arthur, Book V. 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE. 

WIJLLIAMPULTENEY, ESCL 

ryULTNEY^ methinks you blame my breach of 
•* word; 

What, cannot Farts one poor page afFoid f 
Yes, f can fagely, when the times are pad, 
Laugh at thofe follies which I flrove to taile, 
And each amufement, which we fhar'd, review, 
Pleits'd with mere talking, fince I talk to you. 
But how (hall 1 defcribe in humble profe, 

flemblies, Operas, and Beaus ? 

ziy : Oh no, the Mufe mult aid, 

mjfui for the TuiUerie\ (hade; 

late Britmtnia^ city trod, 

raggled Mufe, with pattens fliod, 

lanes, and alleys doubtful ways) 

;, when Paris aflcs his lays ! 

'11 try. Defcend, ye beauteous Nine, 

irs of the rainbow Ihine, 

ars your neck and ear adorn, 

flies of the crimfon morn, 

s and gay Afl'emblies grace, 

era claim the foremoft place. 

ould ever fit expreflion chufe, 

>hraf4; the lofty theme abufe. 

When 
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When they defcribe the ftate of eaftem Lords, 
Pomp and magnificence (hould fwcU their words ; 
And when they paint the ferpent's fcaly pride. 
Their lines Ihculd hifs, their numbers fmoothly Aide ; 
But they, rnmindful cf Pcctick rules, 
Defcribe alike Mockaws, and great Moguls, 
Dampler would thus, without ill- meaning fati^e, 
Drefs forth in fimple iHle the Petit- maitre. 

In Paris, there'* s a race of an'maU, 
(V<vefeen them at their Operas unH^ BalhX 
7htf fiaf d iredy they dance n.vhen-c^er they woalk, 
"Monkeyi in aQion^ perroquefs in talk ; "- 
Thefre cr(nvnd 'with feat hers y li-e the ccchatco.^ 
Andi like camelionsy daily change their hue ; 
^ntn patches juftly plac*d they horro^x graces^ 
And nuith 'vet milion lacker o*er their faces y 
7 his Oificmy as *we njifibly difccrn^ 
7 hey, hy frequenting Ladies toilettes y learn. 
Thus might the traveler eafy truth imparts 
Into the fubjed let me nobly Hart L 

How happy lives the man, how fure to charm, 
Whofe knot embroider'd flutters down his arm ! 
On him the Ladies call the yielding glance, 
Sigh in his fongs, and languifh in his dance ; 
While wretched is the Wit, contemn'dj forlorn, 
Whofe gummy hat no fcarlet plumes adorn ; 
No broider'd flowers his worfted ankle grace. 
Nor cane embofs*d with gold direfts his pace ; 
No Lady's favour on his fword is hung. 
What, though /Jpollo didate from his tongue. 
His wit is fpiritlefs and void of grace. 
Who wants the affurance of brocade and lace. 
While the gay fop genteely talks of weather^- 
The fair in raptures doat upon his feather j 

Like 
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Like a Court-Lady though he write and fpell. 
His minuet ftep was fafliion'd by f MarcelL ; 
He drefles, fences. What avails to know ? 
For women chufe their men, like filks, for fliow. 
Is this the thing, you cry, that Paris boafts ? 
Is this the thing renown 'd among our toails ? 
For fuch a fluttering fight we need not roam ; 
Our own aflemblies Ihine with thcfe at home. 

Let us into the field of beauty ftart ; 
Beauty*s a theme that ever warm'd my heart. 
Think not, ye Fair, that 1 the fcx accufc : 
How fliall I fpare you, prompted by the Mufe ? 
(The Mufes all are Prudes) flie rails, fhe frets, 
Amidfl this fprighlly nation of coquettes ; 
Yet let not us their loofe coquett'ry blame ; 
Women of ev'ry nation are the fame. 

You aflc me, if Parijian dames, like ours. 
With rattling dice prophane the Sunday*^ hours ; 
If they the gamefter*s pale-ey'd vigils keep. 
And flake their honour while their hufbands deep ^ 
Yes, Sir ; like Englijh Toads, the dames of France 
Will rifque their income on a iingle chance. 
NannettehA night a tricking Pharaoh play'd. 
The cards the Taillier's Aiding hand obey'd, 
To-day her neck no brilliant circle w?ars. 
Nor the ray-darting pendant loads her ears. 
Why does old Chloris an Affembly hold > 
Chloris each night divides the fharper's gold. 
Corinnah cheek with frequent lo£es burns,^ 
And no bold Treme le i>a her fortune turns. 
Ah too ra(h virgin ! where's thy virtue flown ? 
She pawns her perfon for the iharper's loan. 



f A famous daD(Ing-maAer» 
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Y^t who with juiU^e c«fi ihe fair iiphraid, 
Whofe ddbcs of hpooor »tc £o ducly paid ? 

But let me.not forget the Toillette's cares» 
Wherje.drt each morn the laagaid cheek repairs : 
This red's»too pale, nor ogives a diftant grace ; 
Madante to day pots od her Opera face ; 
From this^we karcsextradthe milk-maid'^ blooniy 
Bring the deep dye that warms acrois the room : 
Now flames her cheek, ib ftrong her charms prevatli 
That on her gown the filkea rofe looks pale I 
Not bat tj^at Frtm^e focne aative beanty boafts, 
Ckvmmt and Qbaicokis might grace our Toftfts. 

When the/wcet-br^athing ipring unfdds the buds. 
Love Dies. t|ie. AuHy town for ftady woods. 
Then Totenhi^ fields with roving beauty fwavm. 
And Hampftead Balls the city virgin warm. 
Then Chel/ea*^ meads o'erhear perfidious vows. 
And the prefl.grafs defrauds the grazing cows. 
*Tis here the fan^c ; but in a higher fphere. 
For ev'n Court L^ies fin in open air. 
What Cit with a gallant would truft his fpoufe 
Beneath the tempting fhade of Greenwch boughs ? 
What V^^Toffrance would le^ his Duchefs rove. 
Where Bologpe^^ clofefl woods invite to love ? 
But here to wi^ can blaft her hufhand's fame, 
Cuckold is grown an honourable name. 
Stretch'd on the grafs the fhepherd fighs his pain, 
And on the grafs what fhepHerd fighs in vain ? 
On Chloe's lap here Damon lay'd along. 
Melts with the languifh of her dm'rous fong ; 
There Iris flies Pulamon through the glade. 

Nor trips by chance 'till in the thickeft fliade ; 

Here Celimene defends her lips and breaft. 
For kifiei are by ftf oggling cloler preft ; 

Ahxis 



,y Google 



,8 EPISTLES. 

Alixis there with eager flame grows bold. 
Nor can the nymph his wanton fingers hold ; 
Be wife, Alexis ; what, fo near the road ! 
Hark, a coach rolls» and hnfhands are abrOodt 
Such were our pleafuresin the dajrs of yore^ 
When am'rous Cbarkf Britannia'^ fceptre bore f 
The nightly fceneof jpy the P^ri was xnade,^ 
And Love ia couples peopled every ihade; 
Kut fince at Court the rural taile is lof^^ 
What mighty fuAis have .velvet couches coft ! 

Sometimes the TuiUeriit gaody walk I Ibve, " 
Where 1 tlirough crowds of ruftluig manteau's rove ; 
As here from fide to fide my eyes 1 caft. 
And gaz'd on all the glit^^ring train thatpafl;. ^ 

Sodden a fop ileps forth before the reft ; . 
I knew the bold embroidery of his Veil*^ 
He thus accofis me with famiUar air, 
Parbleau! tmafaitffthahit'enAn^Uurret * 
^$lle mancbe I ce galon eji greJSerefMeht range ; 
Voila quelque cho/e df fort beau et degage ! 
This fail: On his red heel he turns, and^then ' 
Hums a foft minuet, and proceeds agen. 
Well\ no^you**ve Paris y^^/», you^Ufrankly $wtt 
Tour boafie4 London fums. a country toixin y 
Has Cbriftianity yet reached your nation f 
Are cburcbes built? Are Mafquerades in fajhionf 
Do daily Soups your dinners introduce ? 
Are mujicky/nufff and coaches yet in ufe ? 
Pardon mtf. Sir ; we know the Faris mode, 
And gather Pcliteje from Courts abroad. 
Like you, our Courtiers keep a num'rotfs train 
To load their co^^h ; and tradefmen dun in vaitt. 
Nor has religion left us in the lurch. 
And, as in Frana^ our vulgar crowd the Church ; 

Our 
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Oijr Ladies too lupport the Mafquerade, 

The fex by nature love th' intriguing trade. 

Straight the vain fop in ign'rant rapture cries, 

Paris the barbarous nucrld loill cMlize ! 

Pray,, Sir, point out among the pafling band 

The prefent Beauties who the town command. 

^te yonder dame iftria virtue chills her breajt^ 

Mark in her eye demure the Prude frofeft % 

That frozen bofom nati<uejire mufi *want^ 

Which boafts of conftancy to one gallant ! 

This next thefpoils offfty lovers luears. 

Rich Dandin'j brilliant favours grace her eats % 

The necklace Tlolio's generous fame beJlovf*dt 

Clk&nderh Jfarkling gems her finger load \ 

But novj her charms grow cheap by confiant ufe» 

^he fins for fcarfsy clockU fiockings, knots j andfifdes.- 

This nexty voith fobtr gait and fieri out leer, 

dearies her knits voitb mom ami evening prt^r ; 

^hefeoms th* ignoble love of feeble pages ^ 

^nt with three Abbots in $ne night engages. 

This vsiththe cardinal her nights employs^ 

Where holy finev^s confecraie her joys ^ 

Why have I promised things beyond my povter ! 

five ajfignations wait me at this houf^ 

The Uprightly Countejsfirft my vifit claims^ 

To-morroav fijaJl indulge inferior dames. 

Pardon me^ Sir, that thus I take my leave. 

Gay Florimella^/7y twitched my fleeve. 

Adieu, Monfieur— — The bpera hour draws near. 

Not fee the Opera I all the world is there ; 

"Where on the flage th* embrqider'd youth of France 

In bright array attract the female glance : 

This langaifhes, thisftruts, tofhow hi» mien, 

And not a gold clock'd ftocking moves unfeen»- 

But 
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But hark ! the full Orcheftra flrike the ftrings ; . 
The Hero ft ruts, and the whole audience iings* 
My jarring ear harlh grating murmurs wound, 
Hoarfe and confus*d, like B.akel\ mingled £ound. 
Hard chance had plac'd me near a no.fy throat. 
That in rough quavers hellaw^^ ev*ry note. 
Pray Sir, fays I, fufperid a- while your foog. 
The Opera's drown'd ; your lujig* are wondVou* 

ftrong; 
I wifh to hear your Roland^^ ranting ftrain. 
While he with rooted forests fttows the plain. 
Snddtn he fhrugs furprlzq, and anCwem quicky 
Monfieur apparement n^aiptepas la mujiqui. 
Then turning round* he joined th' ungrateful noafe ; 
And the loud chorus thunder'd with his voice. 

O footh me with ibme foft Italian air. 
Let harmony compofe my tortur'd ear ! 
When Anafiatia^ voice commands the fbrain. 
The melting warble thrills through ev'ry vein ; 
Thought (lands fufpe^e, and iilencc pleas'd attends. 
While in her notes the heav'nly Choir delcends. 

But you'll imagine Tm a FrtAchman grown, 
Pleas'd and content with nothing bnt my own, 
So ftrongly with 4his prejudice ^^^tOi^ 
He thinks French muik and Frenh painting bell. 
Mention the force of learu'd Cdrtlti^ notes, 
Some fcraping fidler of their Ball he quotes i 
Talk of the fpirii Raphael' %^ pencil gives. 
Yet warm with life whofe fpeakiug pidiure lives ; 
Yes, Sir, fays he, in colour and defign, 
Rig^ut and Raphael a^e extremely fine ! 

'Tie true his country's love tranfports hi& brcaft 
With wgn&er aseal, than your old Gieeh profcft. 
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'Vlyjh iov'd his Ithaca of yore. 
Yet that fage traveler left his native fhore ; 
What ftrong€f virtue in the Frenchman fliin«s ! 
He to dear Paris all hi^ lift confines. 
Tm not fo fonid. There-are, I mull confefs. 
Things which miglit make me loVe my country lefs, 
ihould not think my Britain had fuch charms, 
loft to learning, if enilav'd by arms ; 
France has her Richlieut and her Colberts known. 
And then, 1 grant it, France in fcience (hone :, 
We too, I own, without fuch aids may chance 
In ignorance and pride to rival France. 

But let me not forget Corneille^ Racine^ 
Boileau*s ftrong fenfe, and MoJiere's hum'rous Scene. 
liCt Cambray*^ name be fung above the reft, 
Whofe maxims, Fulfney^ warm thy patriot breaft ; 
In Mentor's precepts wifdoin ftrong and clear 
Di^lates fublime, and dift&nt nations hear. 
Hear all ye Princes, who the ij^orld controul. 
What cares, what terrors haunt the tyrant's foul ; 
His conftant train are anger, fear, diftruft. 
To be a King, is to be good and juft ; 
His people he protects, their rights he faves. 
And fcorns to rule a wretched race of flaves. 

Happy, thrice happy ftiall the monarch reign. 
Where guardian laws defpotic power reftrain 1 
There ihall the plough-fhare break the ftubborn Itnd, 
And bending harveft tire {he peafant's hand : 
There liberty her fettled manfion boafts. 
There commerce plenty brings from foreign coafts. 
O Britain^ ffiard thy laws, thy rights defend. 
So (hall thefe bleffings to thy fons dcfcend ! 

You'll 
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You'll think, *tis time fomc other theme to chuic. 
And not with Beaus and Fops fatigue the Mufe : 
Should I let Satire loofe on Englijh ground, 
There fools of various character abound ; 
But here my vtT{t is to one race confined, 
^U Frenchmen are of Peiit-maii re kind. 
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TO THI RIGHT HOirOURABLI 

PAULMETHUEN, ESQ, 

THAT 'tis encouragement makes Science fpread^ 
k rarely pra^s'd, though 'tis often faid ; 
When leamihg droops and fickens in the land, 
^hat PatrOii 'S found to lend a faving hand ? 
True gen'j^us Spiiits profp'rous vice deteft. 
And love -toehcrifli virtue when dillreft : 
But ere out nrighty Lords this fcheme purfue. 
Our mighty Lords mufl think and ad like you. 

Why muft we climb the Jlpine mountain's fides ? 
To find the feat where Harmony refides ? 
Why touch we not fo foft the iilver lute. 
The cheerful haut-boy, and the mellow flute ? 
'Tis not th' Italian clime improves the found. 
But there the Patrons of her fons are found. 

Why flomifli'd verfein great jluguftus^ Ttiga^ 
He zndiMec^enas lov'd the Mufe's flrain. 
But now that weight in poverty muft mourn 
Who was (O cruelftars !) a Poet born. 
Yet there are ways for authors to be grea^ ; 
Write ranc'roQs libels to reform the State : 
Or if you choofe more fure and ready ways^ 
Spatter a Miiuftet with futfome praife : '^ 

c . Launch 
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Launch out with freedoxn, flatter himenooghf' 
Fear nt>t, all men are dedication-proof. 
Be bolder yet, you muft go farther dill. 
Dip. deep in gall thy wercwwry (jt^U. -; 
H^. wllo his pfcti in pal:ty qidirrels draw^ 
Lifts an hir'd bravo to fupport the caufe ; 
He muft indulge his Patron's hate andfpleen. 
And flab th» fMkt df fchofe hfe nt*ef had feen. 
Why then fhould authors noiourn their defp'ratc cafcl 
Be brave, do this^ and th«» dti^cSd a pfecfe^ 
W^y art thou poor ? exert the gifts to rife. 
And banifh tim'rous virtue from thy. eypp. • 

All this feems modern jpreface^ where[ w«?rrtol4* 
That witisprais'd^ but hni^ry live* ^d^Wt - 
Againft'th' ungrateful age thcfpautb<Mis rQWi 
And fancy learning ilarves becaufc theyfre ppor. . 
Yet why (hould learning hope (ncc^^KiQ^H ? 
Why fhoukipur Patriots virtue'^ caufe jfiijpportr. 
Why to true merit fhould' they have #^)[d,;l 
They Icnow that virtue is its own reward. 
Yet let not me of grievances oamflsax^r 
Who (though* the meafteft of the Mufe*s trAm) 
Can boaft fubfcriptions to my humble lays, , , 
And mingle profit with my little praife^ 

Afk Paintingj why fhelovcs^^j^i^ aiif$ .,)!, j\ 
Go view, Ae cries, my glorious labours rfiei* i/i 
There In rich paladcs 1 reign in ftatc, f ,.. j 

And on the temple's lofty domea create- 
The nobles view my wOrkfi with knowing eyes. 
They love the fcience, and the painter prize. 

Why didfl thou, JfeMt, ^egathy napkye h^d, 
To emulate in fiGtw^Baf^a^h^ hsmA^ j -c ; .i : 
Think'ft thou for this toraife xlxy'^fim^Mi^Viti. 
Go back, adorn the palaces of Rome ; 

There 
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"^^e. on ^ walls ]ft tli.7^ jjift laboais ibiiie» 
And Rajii^ri Uve. agM* i^ diy ctefigiu 
Yet ftay a whik ; QaU all tby[ gtniu^ fovt^^ 

For j9«ri^'if^9 ^i^afi'4 kwrars. tliX ^'^^ f 
His judgment ii\ t^. ms^x^Ardc^.can ttact 
Tifian^s ftroi^fiia aii4 GitMs Mtct graoej; 
Bat, oh confid^r^, ere tb^^K^orks ^pear» 
Canft thou unh^t ^ mugiia of enrf hear ^ 
Cenfure will blame, her breadi was erer ipeat 
To blaft the laurels of the Eminent. 
While Burlington^z proportion'd columns tik^ 
Does not he (land the gaze of envious eyes ? 
Doors, windows, are c6ndemn'd by paffing fools. 
Who know not that they damn Palladio*i rules. 
If Chandois with a liberal hand'l>eftow, 
Cenfure imputes it all to pomp and fhow ; . 
When, if the motive right were nnderilood. 
His daily pleafure is in doing good. 

Had Fopi with grovvlijig HHmbf^s fill'd his page, 
J>nm$ had never kindled i.iHD i^ge. 
*Tis the fublime that h»rta tiff Cridc'a eafei 
Write nonfenfe, and he reads and ileeps in peace. 
Were Priory C^ngrevg^ Swift and Pefi unknown. 
Poor flander-felling Curii would be undone. 
He who would free from malice pafs his days, . 
Muft live obCcure, and never merit praife. 
But let this ule to valiant virtue tell 
The daily perils of deferving well. 

A crow was ftrutting^'er the ftubbled plain, 
Jaft as a lark defcending clos'd his drain. 
The crow befpoke him thus with folemn grace. 
Thou moft actompl.iih'd of the fcather'd race, 
"What force of lungs ! how clear! how fweet you fing! 
And no bird foars upon a fb-onger wing. 

Vol. IL C The 
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The larky who Iconi'd foft flatt'ry, thus replies, 
Trae, I fing fweet, and oil ftrong pinion rife ; 
Ye^let me pafs my life from envy &te. 
For what advantage are thefe gifts to me ? 
My fong confines me to die wiry cage. 
My flight provokes the faulcon's fatal rage 
But as you pafs, I hear the ibwiers fay. 
To flioot at crows is powder flung away* 
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TO HER GRACE . 

HENRIETTA, 

DUCHESS OF MARLBOROUOEU 

EXCUSE me. Madam, if amldft y«ur tears 
A Mufe intrudes, a Mnfe-who feds yoar cares; 
Numbers, like mufick, cail ev'n grt^ controul. 
And lull to peace the t^imults of the foul. 

If partners in our woes the mind relieve, 
Cofiiider for your lofs ten thoufands grieve, 
Th' afHidion burthens not your heait alone ; • 
When MarUro* dy'd, a najtion gave a groan.* 
Could I recite the dang'rous toils he chofe, 
To blefs kis country with a fixt repofe, 
Could I recount the labours he o'ercame 
To raife his country to the pitch of fame, 
His councils, iieges, his vi^orious fights, 
To fave his country's laws and native rights. 
No father (ev*ry gen'rous heart muft own) 
Has ftronger fondnefs to his darling Aown. 
Britatmidh iighs a double lofs deplore. 
Her father and her hero is bo more. 

C t Docs 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



zB EPISTLES. 

Does Britain only pay her debt of tears ? 
Yes. HoUand figlu, and for her free^m. ffS3S^ 
When Go/^iVs monarch poor'd his waJ&efal bands, 
like a wide delnge, e'er her level lands, 
Shp ^w her frpntier tpw*r^ Y*^ ruiij lie, 
Bv'n Libert^had ycBfi'd hor win^to % ; 1 
Then Marlbro' came, defeated Qdlia fied. 
And fhatter'd Belpa rais'dher languid head. 
In him fecure, a& in her ftrongeft mound 
That keeps the raging fea within its bound. 

O Ger^mas^f .re;i}«ml^ BfcAfi^s f^n, ^ • 
Where proftrate Gallia^lei^t ev'ryvein, ~ 
Think on the refcue of th' Imperial tl\rone, 
Th^ tJ>i^P9. ^.^^ df*^ wijhqjii? a(g^3ix.f 

JfM kindly whifpers me. " Be wife, 
" How to ^ glPl^* MJ *y niin^Ws. rif^ 
" T^ fyr^^ <3i:.v^AapQt^r;t|>^©^ i»|gKtr»fc, ^J j 

" Haft thou, pr?f4il9plMW|fBi^^tha6g»^likft flame 
<« Which with tb^ Sun jlJiaH laft, and ^(^Ur/f\i fyf^^ ? 
" Then fiijg tbf; man. Butwhoc^i^ boaftrthj* ip^f 
** Refign the tali, an(| filently admire.'* 

Yet, ih^l h? not in i«orthy iay^ bft r«ad ? . 
Raife £ffl«^r, c;all up ^/V^// from tbp deacj. 
But he requires not the llrong glare of verff. 
Let punftual Hiftpry his deeds r^hc^ri^. 
Let Truth in native purity appear. 
You'll find jckilles and Mneas tl^ere. 

Is this .the comfort which the Mufe beftows I 
I but indulge and aggravate your woes. 
A prudent friendb who feeks to give relief. 
Ne'er touches on the fpring that mov'd Ac guiet 
Is it notbarb'rous to thefighing maid 
To mention broken vows and nymphs betrayed ? 

Would 
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Would you the ruin'd'merchant's foul appeafc. 
With talk of fands and rocks and ftormy feas ? 
£v*n while I ftrive on Marlhro*s fame to rife> 
I call up forrpw in a Daughter's eyes. -^ 

Think on the laurels that Ms temples fhade. 
Laurels that (fpite of time) ihall never fade ; 
Immortal Honour has enrolPd his naiiie, 
Detradion^s dumb, and Envy put t« fhame; 
Say, who can foar beyond his eagle flight ? 
Has he notreach'd toglorv*) otm<^ height? 
What could he more, had Heaven prolonged his date ? 
All human power is limited by £iite. 

Forbear. 'Tis cruel further to commend ; 
I wake your forrow, and again offend. 
Yet fure your goodnefs muft forgive a crime. 
Which will be fpread through evVy age and clime ; 
Though in your life ten thoufand fummers roll. 
And though you compafs earth from pole to pole^ 
Where-e'er men talk of war and martial fame. 
They'll mention Marlborough* % and Cafar^t name* 

But vain are all the counfels of the Muie, 
A foul, like yours, cou'd not a tear refufe : 
Could you your birth and filial love forego. 
Still £ghs muft rife and gen'rous forrow fiow ; 
For when from earth fuch matchlefs worth removes, 
A great mind fuffers. Virtue Virtue lovei « 



C3 



,y Google 



'? i '1 






i>jj . .i 



.. .'t :! • .'-Ti- 
ll'' v' ' ,' 



. >/ ■ 



,y Google 



TALES. 



C4 



,y Google 



,y Google 



T A L , E S. 



AnAfifwir to the, Sompner'; Prohgue of Chaueor. 

/^ inut€tum of Chaucer V fiyh. 

THE ^mprier ktt<fty hath his Prologufe toM, 
Arid fkitt^ on the Fleers his tale jstpnig and 
Bdd; 
How that xti HeB they l^artfieit riear ahd i;tride> 
And ne one Freer in all thilk^ place el^yde. 
But lo ! the devil turnM hid erffe about^ 
And twencjr thbdrandPi^e^s welid in ahd 6ut«^ 
By which in Jeeffr/s rhyiJrtng it aj^ars, 
• The devil's belly is the hive of Frfcws. - 

Now liftne^hloityngs f forthwith ye ihali hear. 
What happttod itt a hdate in tahcMjhire. • 
A mifere that had^ kvids e^nd i^nement^ 
Who raketh &vm hiB viUaibes taxes and rentj 
Owne^ al hotifiy 'Which eihptj^ilong. y^ilood. 
Full deeffy iitW in^a jderknin^. wood> » 
Murmring a dhatidw brook ruMiedl ^ciagt . 
Mong tte tQxxttk fttmes it maken doleful ibng* • 

Now there {jpf^eadeir a cusKrar that ev^o'eh night 
The rooms ihauntid bech.by BWdiy a'fprit^» 
The miller arottcheth, ; and all there ^>Qfut,. • . : 
Thatllll^fottift'hearciithchdKlhjrdntr'; _ . 

J •.. ■ .C s i: . « $(Jm# 
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Some f&ine they hear the jingling of chains. 
And feme hatK yheard the pfafi tries ftraines. 
At midnight fome the headlefs horfe imeet. 
And fome efpien a corpie 4b a white fheet. 
And oother things,^faye, elfin and ^He^ 
And fhapes that fear createn to itfelfe. 

Now it fo hapt, there was not ferre away, 
Orgrey Friers a fair and rich Abbaye, 
Where liven a Freer ycleped Pere Thomas ^ . . 
Who daren alone in derke thfOngh church-ycrdfs pafs, 

1 his Freer would lye in thilike houfe all night. 
In hope he might efpycn ar dreadful fpHtr. 
He taketh candle* bead^, and .holy watere. 
And legends eke of Saintes, ^d bookes of prayere« 
He entereth the room, and looketh round about, 
And hafpen the door t^ hafpep the^gpblinjout. _ ,, - 
The candle hath he put cjofe by the bed. 
And in low toi^e his ^ve ma^e faid, ; \j\ h . r . :- : . 
With water mw l^^fprinkjedhaith thciftoore^ j f, . 
* And maken ^rofapn l^y-hple of the doore* 
Ne was there nojt a , jnoufe-hole i^j thilke place. 
But he y croflTed hath by God his. gi^ac^ : . j . , / 
He croffedhath^t^ii^.^d ekf^'^^crpfffdijiih^^^j , ,. 
With benediciu as^ Qivi Jcfiows )yjh4t^,. 1 n •• : n iir*- 

Now he goetli.to bed andiieth adonnitt^. .. . ; <^ 
When the QlqckrhadJnftf^rifikeni^^twielAM fipto- 
Bethinketh him nowwha^theckiifehidil)ee% k, ' 
Why many (pfites by BKxrtals have beea ieen. 
Hem remembredi how Dan P/titarcJkhzth y^fed . 

Of chains that frighten ;crft!J^/filir/^^^.. :, . J 

The tsAes oiPiifi£f Faierk^ SLnd^To^y^jMntH vi.. . 
Hem thinketJiithatfdlncinam-dfWi'hcfftbefirt^fNtoc, .. 
Atid he mought fee fome bjoodye ghoft anone. 

Or 
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Or that fome orphlines writings here beflor'd. 
Or pot of gold laine deep beneath a board : 
Or thinketh hea, if he might fee no (piite. 
The Abbaye monght buy this hoi^e cheap outright. 

.As hem thus thinketh, anone aileep he lies, 
Up ftarten Satbanas with faucer eyes. 
He turned the Freer upon his face downright, 
Difplaying his nether cheeks full broad and white. 
Then quoth Dan Satbanas as he thwacked him fore. 
Thou didil forget to guard thy podern-door. 
There is an hole which hath not crofled been : 
Farewell, from whence I came, I creep^n in. 

Now plain it is ytellen in n^ v^T{ef 
If Devils in hell bear Freers in their erfe. 
On earth the Devil in Freers doth y-dwell ; 
Were there no Freers, the Devil mought.keep in hell. 
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AM A N may lead a happy 1 ifc, , 
Without that nccdftl thing a "wife : 
This long have lufty Abbots known. 
Who ne*er knew fpoofcs-—— of their own. 

What, thoogh your houfe be clean and neat. 
With couckes, chairs, and beds compleat ; 
'f hough you each day invite a friend. 
Though he fhould ev'ry difli commend. 
On Bagjhot'heatb your mutton fed, 
Your fowls 2Jt,Brentfiird born and bred ; 
Though pureft wine your cellars boaft. 
Wine worthy df the faireft toaft ; 
Yet theit are other things required : 
Ring, and let^s fee the maid you hir'd — 
Blcfs me I thofe hands might hold a broom, 
Twirle round a mop,, and wafh a room : 
A batchelor his maid fhould keep. 
Not for that fervile ufe to fweejy. 
Let her hrs humour underftand, 
And turn to evVy thing her hand. 
Get you alafs that's young and tight, 
W hofe arms are, like her apron, white ; 
What though \itx fhift be feldom feen ? 
Let that, though coarie, be always clean ; 

She 
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She might each mom yoor Ma attend^ 
And on your wrift your raffle nMtd ; 
Then if you break a roguiih jeft^ . 
Or fqueeze her hand, or pat her breaftp 
She criesy Oh dear Sir, don't be naught ! . 
And blulhes fpeak her laft night's fault. 
To her your houlhold cares confid^ 
Let your keys gingle at her fide* 
A footman's blunders teaae add fret ye» 
, £ v'n while you chide you fmik on £m;. 
Difcharge him then, if he's too fprooe, 
FotBeufs for his matter's uie. 
Wili you your am'ious fimcy baulk. 

For fear fome prudifli neighbour talk f 

But you'll objed, that you're afraid 

Of the pert freedoQift of a maid; 

Befides your wifer heads wUl fay, ^ 

That (he who turns her hand this way. 

From one vice to another diawn. 

Will lodge your filver fpoons in pa«iai. 

Has not the homely wrinkled jade 

More need to learn the pilPring tradef 

For love all Betf/s wants fi^plies. 

Laces her (hoes, her manteau dyes. 

All her ftuflF fuits ihe flings away. 

And wears thread fattinevoy day. v 

Who then a dirty drab would hire, 

Brown as the hearth of kitchen fire ? 

When all muftowa, were jBi/^f put 

To the black duties of the flut, 

«As well (he fcow'rs or fcrubs a floor. 

And (till is good for fometliit^ more* 
Thus, to avoid -(hie greater vice, 

I knew a Prieft, of confcience nice. 
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To quell his luft for neighbour*$ fpoufe. 
Keep fornication in his houfe. 

But you're impatient all this dm.e. 
Fret at my counfel^ curfe my rhyme. 
Be fatisfy'd. I'll talk lio more,^ 
For thus my tale begins— Of yore 
There dwelt sx B/ou sl Pricll full faifj 
With rolling eye and crifped hair. 
His chin hung low, his brow was fleek. 
Plenty 1^ bafking on his cheek ; 
Whole 4ay8 at doyftcr grates he fat. 
Ogled, and talk'd of this and that 
So feelingly ; the Muns lamented 
That double bars were e'er invented. 
Ifhe the wanton wife confeft 
With downcaft eye, and heaving bread ; 
He ftroak'd her cheek to ftill her fear, 
And talk'd of fins en Cavalier. 
Each time enjoin'd her penance mild. 
And fondled on Jier like his child. 
At ev'ry jovial goflip's feaft 
Pere Bernard was a welcome gueft. 
Mirth fuffer'd not the leaft reilraint. 
He could at will fhake off the faint : 
Nor frown'd he when they freely fpoke^ 
But fhook his (ides, and took the joke ; 
Nor fail'd he to promote the jeft. 
And fhar'd the fins whi^h they confeiL 

Yet that he might not always roam. 
He kept conveniencies at home. 
His maid was in the bloom of beauty, 
Well-limb'd for ^^^\y focial duty ; 
He meddled with no houihold cares. 
To her confign'd his whole affairs ; 
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She of his fiudy kept the keys. 

For he was ftodious— ofhi&eafe : 

She had the power of all his locks,. ' 

Could rummage fiv'ry cheil and hoz^ 

Her hoBefty fuch credit gain^d^ 

Not ey'jd the cellar, waareftrain'd. 

In trodi it was a goodly ihow^- 
Lon'd with fnlThbgiheads all a-row ; 
One veflel, from the rank remov'd; . 
Fardearerihan,the'rellhe lor'd. ... 

f o all but choiceft friends deny'd. . 
lie now and then would femd a quart, 
To warm fome wife's reteiuiire hearty 
Againil conleflion's fiiUe&hoar : . 
Wine has all fecretsinlits.povcr.. 
At common feajb it had beeft-wiaft^. 
Nor was it fit for laymanre tafte. 
If monk or friar were his.gueft, : 
They drank it, for they know the beft. 
Nay, he at length fo ibftd was grown. 
He always drank it i^h^Q-r-alQne. 

Who fhall recount his civil labotN*;, ' . 

In pious yidts tq hk nsighbotur^ ? * « 

Whene'er weak koibancb went s^Fay, 
He guefs'd their, wives were, in the way, 
'Twas then his charity was fliown,. . 
He chofe to fee them 9¥hen alone. 

Now was he bent on ^uckoldom : 
He knew friend Dennis was frJDmhome ; ' 
His wife (a poor negleded beanty,! . 
Defrauded of a hufband's duty) 
Had often told him an iconfeffipn, . 
How hard (he ftruggled *gainft tranfgreflionv 

He 
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He now refolves, in heat of bHit)dy 
To try how firm her viitae iflood. . 
He knew that wine^tolove beft aii^ 
Has oft made bol4 tAef ihailKe-£ie*d uaiA, 
Taught her to romp, ahd tti^e^vrt^ Owdddtaf^ : 
Than nymphs train'd op ai^>^?s«^ Iikidlkoil^ 

A mighty bottle ftrak &e cUofe^ 
Such as might give two FVian dteir doft t 
Nanettt he calPd : thfe ceilir doGfr ^ 1 
She ftraight unlocks, d^c^nds befoiv. 
He foUow'd clofe« But when 1m ^e< 
Hisfav'ritecaik; with lifted eyes 
And lifted hands idoud he f fidr> 
Heigh day ! my darling wm aftodji ! 
It muily alas ! have fpnmg a hoop ; 
That there's a leak is piift al^ doubt, 
(ReplyM the maid)**<**-*»l'Il tod hmL 
She fets the candle down inhaft«» . . , 

Tucks her white apron rottlld her wtfte> 
The hogihead's iadiddy fide aAsMMls, 
mie ftraddles wide, and do¥i«waiid bendt; 
So low ihe ftoops to feck the #aw. 
Her coats rofe upy h^ itiafter fi(w^ o : . . 

I iee*-he cries — (then claipt her ^) 
The leak through which my wine has paft* \ . . 

Then all in «ha^ the naid deibea»ie^' 
And in a trice the leak was laended. 
He found in Nanette all he wunied^ 
So Dennis* brows remained u«pk«ted* 

Ere fihce thi9 time aU hl(^ Friais 
(Warm'd with predominant deiii^s. 
Whene'er the fleih with fpirit parrels) 
Look on the fex as leaky bacrds* 

BewauiB^ 
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Beware of thtk, ye jealoas fpoafes^ 
From fiich like coopers £««fd your koofes ; 
For if they find not work at home. 
For jobs through all the town they roam. . 
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ECLUIVOCATION. 

A T A L E. 

AN Abbot rich (whofe tafte was good 
Alike in feience and in febod) 
His Bifhop had refolv'd to treat ; 
The Bifhop came, the Biihop eat ; 
'Twas iilence, 'till their ilonachs failed ; 
And now at Hereticks they rail'd ; 
What Hcrcfy (the Prelate fiud) 
Is in that Church where Priefb may wedf: 
Do not we take the Church for Hie ? 
But thofe divorce her for a wife» 
Like laymen keep her in their houfet* 
And own the children of their fpoufes^ 
Vile pradices ! the Abbot cry 'd. 
For pious ufe we*re fet afide I 
Shall we take wives ? marriage at bed 
Is but carnality profeft. 
Now as the Bifliop took his glafs. 
He fpy'd our Abbot's buxom lafs 
Who crofi'd the room, he mark'd her eye 
That glow'd with love ; his pulfe beat higk 
Fye, father, fye, (the Prelate cries) 
A maid fo young f for (hame, be wife. 
Thefe. indUcretions lend a handle 

To lewd laj: tongues, to give us fcandal ; 

X For 
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For your vows fake, this rule I give t'yc. 
Let all your maids be turn'd of £fty. 

The Prieft reply'd^ I have not fwerv'd^ 
But your chaile precept well obferv'dy 
That lafs full twenty-five has told^ 
Fve yet another who's as old 3 
Into one fum their ages caft ; . 
So both my maids have fifty paft. 

Th/c Prelate fmil'cC but dorft not bkme i 
For why ? his Lordihip did the fame. 

Let thofe who reprimand their brothers, 
Firft mend the faults they find in othet&» 
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SCepdckl (t^Wft ftftillirg)fh oT ai^ume makesout 
Tliat wiTdoiii^ A^j^ '^ulries en^ In <rottVt) 
Hold this aflertion pofxtiveand clear. 
That fprites are pare delu&ons rais'd by fear. 
Not that fam'd ghoil, which in prefaging found 
Call'd Brutus to Fhilippi^% fatal ground ; 
Nor can Tibmm Gracchus* goary fhade 
Thefe ever-doubting difputants perfuade. 
Straight they with fmiles reply ; thofe tales of old 
By viiionary Prieils weft ttkade ind told ; 
Oh might fome ghoft iCt i^ead.of |Hgbt appear. 
And make you own convt^on by your fear 1 
I know yourfneers my eai^ Ikith accufe. 
Which with fuch idle legends fcares the Mufe : 
But think not that I tell thofe vulgar fprights. 
Which frighted boys relate on winter nights ; 
How cleanly milk-maids meet the fairy train, 
How headlefs horfes drag the clinking chain. 
Night-roaming ghofts, by faucer eye- balls known^ 
The common fpedres of each country town. 
No, I fuch fables can like you defpife. 
And laugh to hear theie nurfe-in vented lies. 
Y(Mf his Zoloft the fraudful guardian's fright 

CompeU*d him to reftore an orphan's right ? 

And 
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A^f^m, ym 4mbi l&at horrid. ghoAi afcend. 
Which on t^ecooftbus muid'rer'sftepfi sitxitmd I 
Hear Uif^^ a^i feti atiie^ed tnitli prevail. 
From faithful lip4 I kaj-i^t the dreadlot tala. 

Where ArM% fisr^ fpreads^ its liButs wide, 
Whofe branching paths the doubdtil road divide, 
A traveler took his fdlitary way \ 
When low beneath the hills was funk the <feiy. 
And now the fties with gathering dai^efs lour, 
Thelkranc^e^ ruftlc with the threatened Ihower ; 
With ipdden Uafts the fbrefb mnrmurs loud. 
Indented lightnings cleave thi fable cloud, 
Thnndec on diunde^,,bFeaks, the tempeft roars. 
And heav'n difel^arges all iis watry ftores. 
The wand*ringtrav*ler fhelter feeks in vain. 
And ihrinks and ihivers with the beating rain : 
On his fieed'i neck the ilackenM bridle lay. 
Who chofe with caucus ftep th^ uncertain way ; 
And now he checks the rein, and haults to hear 
If any noiie foretidd a village near. * 
At length from far a ftream of light he fees 
Extend its level ray between the trees ^ 
Thith^ he fpeeds, and as he nearer came 
Joyful he l^ov the lamp's domeftick ^ame 
Th^t trembled through the window; crofi^tl^ way 
Darts forth the barking cur, and ftan4s at: bay. 

It was an ancient lonely houfe, that ftopd 
Upon the borders of the fpacipus wood ; 
Here towers and antique battlements arife» 
And there in heaps the moulder'd ruin liesj 
Some Lord this manfion held in days of yore. 
To chace the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar : 
How changed, alas, from what it once had been ! 
'Tis now degraded to a publick inn. 

Straight 
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Stfaight he dUmounts, repeats his toad commands ; 
Swift at the gate the ready landlord (taiids ; 
With frequent cringe he bows, «nd begs txcnfc. 
His houfe was full, and every bed in ufe* 
What not a garret, aod no ftraw to (pare f 
Why th^n the kitchen fire and elbow-chair 
Shall ferve for once to nod away the night* 
The kitchen ever is the fervants right. 
Replies thehoft ; there, all the fire around. 
The Count's tir'd footmen fnore upon the groand« 

The maid« who liften'd to this whole debate. 
With pity learnt the we»ry Granger's fate. 
Be brave, (he cries, you ftill m^ be our gueft. 
Our haunted room was ewer held the beO; ; 
If then your valour can the fright fullaii^ 
Of rattling curtains and the clinking chab. 
If your couragious tongue have power to talk. 
When round your bed the horrid ghoft (hall walk j 
i£ you dare aik it, why it leaves its tomb, 
ril fee your ihOet« well air'd, and &ow the room. 
Soon as the frighted maid her tale had told. 
The ftnmger enter*d, for his heart was bold« 

The damiel led him through a fpacious hall. 
Where Ivy hung the half-demoli(h'd wall ; 
She frequent looked behind, and chang'dherhue,. 
While fancy tipt the candle's flame with blue. 
And now they gain'd the winding ftairs afcent. 
And to the loncfome room of terrors went. 
When all was xeady, fwift retir'd the maid. 
The watch-lights burn, tuckt warm in bed was laid 
The hardy ftranger, and attends the fprite 
Till his accuftom'd walk at dead of night,. 

At firft he hears the wind with hollow roar . 
Shake the loofe lock, and fwing the creaking door; 

Nearer 
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Nearer and nearer draws the dreadful found 
Of rattling ciiains, that draggM upon the ground ; 
When lo, thefpearc came with horrid ftridc, 
Approach'd the bed, and drew the curtains wide f 
In human form the ghaftful Phantom flood, 
Expos'd his mangled bofom dy*d with blood. 
Then iilent pointing to his wounded breafl. 
Thrice wav'd his hand. Beneath the frighted gueft 
The bed-cords trembled, and with fhudd*ring fear, 
Swetchill'd his Jimba, high rofe his briftled hair; 
Then mutt'ring hafty pray'rs, he mann'd his heart. 
And cry'd aloud ; Say, whence and who thou art ? 
The (lalking ghofl with hollow voice replies. 
Three years are counted, iince with mortal eyes 
I faw the fun, and vital air refpir'd. 
Like thee benighted, and with travel tir*d. 
Within thefe walls I flept. O thirft of gain ! 
See, flill the planks the bloody mark retain ; 
Stretched on this very bed, from fleep I ftart. 
And fee the fteel impending o*er my hearty 
The barb'rous hoflefs held the lifted knife. 
The floor ran purple with my gnihing life. 
My treafure now they feize, the golden fpoil 
They bury deep beneath thegrafs grown foil, 
Far in the common field. ' Be bold, arife. 
My fteps (hall lead thee to the fecref prize ; 
There dig and find ; let that thy care reward : 
Call loud on juftice, bid her not retard 
To punifli murder ; lay my ghoft at reft. 
So (hall with peace fecure thy nights be Weft ; 
And when beneath thefe boards my bones are found. 
Decent inter them in feme facred ground. 

Here ceas'd the ghoft. The ftranger fprings from bed. 
And boldly follows where the Phantom led ; 

The 
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The half^nfom ftq^ty fttirs diey aow dtfeftnd> 
Wheie paflfig<s o^ftiii^ their aichts bend. 
Silent they v^lk $ aa4 oow through, groyes they paf*. 
Now through wet meada thisir iaf$ impmt ^ graft ; 
At length zvfkiiQ: a fpacioiis field they came s 
There ftopft the fpe^re, and afceads iJi fittne. 
Amaz'd he Apod* nobuih, or briar was found. 
To te^h hi& morning iearch to find the gFooad ; 
What cpirid hi; do ? the night was hi<l«o«s dark. 
Fear fhopk hi^ joints, and nature- dropt the mark : 
With, that he ftarting wak'd, and raised his head. 
But found ihegolden mark was l^k in bed 

What is the ftateTmah's vaft ambitious iUieme, 
But a fhortvi^n, and a golden dream i 
Power, wealth, and title dievate his hope; 
He wakes. But for a garter finds a rope. 
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M A D - D O G. 

A TALE. 

A PRUDE, at morn and cv'ning prayer. 
Had worn her velvet cufliion bare ; 
Upward ihe taught her eyes to roll. 
As if ihe watch'd her foaring foul ; 
And when devotion wann'd the croud. 
None fung, or fmote their bread To loud : 
Pale Penitence had mark'd her face 
-With all the meagre Bgas of grace. 
Her jnafs-book was compleatly lin'd 
With painted Saints of various kind : 
But when in ev'ry page fhe vicw*d 
Fine Ladies who the flelh fubdu'd ; 
As quick her beads fhe counted o'er. 
She cry'd— fuch Wonders are no more ! 
She chofe not to delay confe£xon. 
To bear at once a year's tranfgreflion, 
But ev'ry week fet all things even. 
And balanced her accounts with heav'n. 

Behold her now in humble guife. 
Upon her knees with downcaft eves f 
Before the Prieft : fhe thus begins^ 
And fo)?bing» blubbers forth her fins ; 

VojL.II* D Who 
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Who could that tempting man reiift ? 
My virtue languifh*d, as he kifs'd ; 

I ftrove, till I could ftrive no longer. 

How can the weak fubdue the ftronger ? 

The Father afk'd her where and when ? 
How many ? and what fort of m^n ? 
By what degrees her blood was heated ? 
How oft' the frailty was repeated ? 
Thus have I feen a pregnant wench 
All flufh'd with guilt before the bench. 
The Judges (wak'd by wanton thought) 
Dive to the bottom of hfer fiAlt, 
They leer, they iimper at her fliame. 
And make her calUU things by nan«» 

And now to fentence he proceeds, 
Prefcribeshow oft' to tell her beads ; 
Shows her what Saints could do her good. 
Doubles her fafts to cool her blood. . 

Eas'd of her fins, and light as air. 

Away fhe trips perhaps to prayer. 

'Twas no fuch thbg. Why then this haftc ? 

The clQck has ftruck, the hour is paft. 

And on the fpur of inclination. 

She fcom'd to bilk her affignation. 
Whate'er fhe did, next week fhe came. 

And pioufly confeft the fame ; 

The Prieft, who female frailties pity'd, 

Firft chid her, then her fins remitted. 
But did fhe now her crime bemoan 

In penitential fheets alone ? 

And was no bold, no beaftly fellow 

The nightly partner of her pillow ? 

No, none : for next time m the grove 

A bank was confcious of her love. 
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Confeflipn day was come abouV, ; '' 
And aow again it all in . / 

She fcems to wipe h^r t fffif .^ ; . j : - . 

What now, my cHUd, cHes, . .^ ,^.^ ^ 

Again, fays (he! — with 5 looks, ^ , 

He thus the pit)ilrate ds ;si . 

Madam, I grant there's fomething in it. 
That virtue has th' unguarded minute ; 
But pray now tell me what are whoies, . 
But women of unguarded hours i. > 
Then yon muft fure have loft all fhame* 
What, cv'ry day, and ftill th^ iame. 
And no fault dfe i • 'tis ftrange to find 
A woman to one fin confin'd ! 
Pride is 4his day lier darling pafKon^ 

The next day (lander is in faihion ; 
Caming fucceeds ;. if fortune crofles, . 

Then virtue's mortgag'd for her loffes jf 

By ufe her fav'ritc vice fliff loaths. 

And loves new follies like new clbaths : 

But you, beyond all diought unchaile. 

Have all fin centered pear your wafte ! 

Whence is this appethe fo ^rong ? 

Say, Madam, did your mother long ? . 

Or is it lux'ry and high diet 

That won't let virtiie flecp in ^juiet ? , 

She tells him now with meekeil voice, 
. That (he had never err'd by choice. 

Nor was there known a virgin challer. 

Till min'd by a fad difal|er. 

That (he a fav'rite lap-<i(oe;.{ia<|(, 
WUch, (as ihe ftroiik^iiaft?! kifs'di grew mad ; 
And on her lip a wound indenting, „ . 

Firft fe^her youthful blood fermentiAg. 
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The Pricft replyM, with zealous fiiiy. 
You fhottldhave fouglxt the ineans to cure yc. 
Dodors by various ways,','we find^ . '' ' ^ ' 
Treat theic diftem|Jfefs of die mind.. • 

Let gaudy ribands T>c deny'd \ *>, . v 
To her, who' raves with fcornful pride ; / 

And if religion crack her notions. 
Lock up her Volumes of devottens; ' 
But if for man her rage prevail. 
Bar her the fight of creatufciihile.^ . ^ 
Orelfe to cure fuch vehotoM bitei, \ ' ' 
And fet the ihattePd thoughts arights ; , ." "• 
They fend you to the Ocean*s Ihore^/ '• 
And plunge the PatiAt o'er and o'er. 

The dame reply'd, Alas I in vain 
My kindred forced me to the main ; 
Naked, and in the face of day : 
Look not, yefifhfermeh, this way! 
What virgin had not'ctene as I did ?y' ! . 1 . 
My modeft hand, by nature guide^f, ' ^- ■ 
Debarred at once from human eyes 
The feat where female honour lyes. 
And though thrice dipt from top to toej 
I ftill fecur'd the poft below. 
And guarded it with grafp fo faft 
Not one drop through my fingers paft t 
Thus owe I to my baihfol care, 
That all the rage is fettled there. 

Weigh well the projects of mankind; 
Then te|l me, Reader, canfl thou find 
The man from madnefs wholly free ? ' 
They all are mad— -fave you and me. 
Do nottheftatefman, fop and wit. 
By daily follies prove they're bit ? 
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And when the briny cure they try'd. 
Some part ftill kept above the tide ? 

Some men (when drench'd beneath the wave) 
High o'er their heads their fingers fave : 
Thofe hands by mean extordon thrive. 
Or in the pocket lightly dive : 
Or more expert in pilPring vice. 
They bum and itch to cog the dice* 

Plunge in a courtier; ftrait his fears 
Direft his hands to flop his ears. 
And now truth feems a grating noife» 
He loves the fland'rer's whifp'ring voice ; 
He hangs on flatt'ry with delight. 
And thinks all fulfome praife is right. 
All women dread a watiy death : 
They fhut their lips to hold their breath ; 
And though you duck them ne'er fo long» 
Not one fait drop e'er wets their tongue ; 
'Tis hence they fcandal have at will. 
And that this member ne'er lies ftilL 
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BIHriti'bF THE SQ^UIRlB. 

AN ECLOGUE. 

Iklfkii(km tfihifothio of Virgil. 

YE (ylvan Mufes, loftier ftrainf recite. 
Not' all in ihades, and humble cots delight. 
Hark ! the bells ring ; along tie diftant grounds 
The driving galeV convey the Avellii^g founds ; . 
Th* attentive Twain, forgetful of his woric. 
With gapipg wonder, leans upon his fork. 
What fudden news alarms the waking morn ? 
To the glad Squire a hopeful heir is bom. 
Mourn, ihourn, ye Hags ; and all ye beafls of chaf^:. 
This hour,deftrudion brings on all your race ; 
See thepleisM tenants duteous offerings bear. 
Turkeys klid gee(e ahd grocer's fweetefl ware ; 
With the new heilth the pond*rbus unkard flows. 
And old dSohir reddens ev'i^ nofe. 
Beagles and fpaniels round his cradle ftand, 
Kifs his mbift lip and gentl)r lick his hand ; 
He joys to hear the ihrill honi*s echoing fonnds^ 
And learns to lifp the names of all the hounds* 
With frothy ale to make his cup overflow, 
Parley ihall in paternal acres grow ; 
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The bee fiiall fip the firagrant dew from flowers. 
To give snethegUft for his moriung hours ; 
For him the cluftring hop fhall climb the poles. 
And his own orchard 4>ar)cle 4n his bowls. 

His Sire's exploits he now with wonder hears, 
Thejivo]4r9us tales^ indulge hh greed^-e^a ; . - r 
Howvdien)couthftrungiiis henres and Warmed his veites. 
He rode the mighty Nimrod of the plains : 
He leads t^e flar^ff V^fai^i ihf ou^ th^ J^|^ 
Points out the horn^poils thlt grace the wail ; 
Tells, how this ftag thro' three whole counties fled. 
What rivers iw^^ AYh«**tba5f'd,^ i^n4jjMW'C,^e bled. 
Now he the wonders of the fox repeats, 
Defcribes the defp'r^te chaf^, .and ajl his cKl^at^ i 
How in one day beneath his furious fpcjied. 
He tir'd fe^en couriers of tl^e fleeteil breed ; 
How high Ae pale he leapt, how wi4e theijftch, ,,]'. 
When tSe l^ound tpte the haUnch^s.brthe * witch t | 
Thefe ftories which defcend f^6m^(oft to fon, ' '\ / \ 
The forward boy jhall'one day make hirown^ ^" '^^ 

Ah, too fond mother, thin^ the time draws nj|gh» 
That cajls the doling from thy tender eye j/ 
How ihall i^is fjpirit brook j^.f ri^id i;ul^s, , , , 
And the lon|r tyranny of gr^n^^fcj|9<jJ[sVf , ; 
Let younger bs/rothers p^er ^^^1} i^\\jp ^]p^^ ' * ' , , 

Lafh'difttoiij/«iby thetio^I%59i|^ . 

No, let him never feel O^J^fif^t ^^gf^i^ -^ \^ 
Why ihould hc.wifer prove th«i ^Uhisxajqe/ ^ ' 

When ripening youth yvi|hdp>y9rQ'effl^ad^l^ chin^ 
And ^y^iy female eye wites; |p fin j; ; i . 

■': ^ ■'.'-'..:' ^ . •i-;---: iz '• 
* The mod cominoa ^cidei^t .to Spqur^ai^ i toEuata.wi^ 
latbeihspeofftUuc' ••■--- i ,.•;.-!- -i:.- 
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The milk-maid (thoughtlcfs of her future fhame) 
Wkh fmacking lip fhall raife his gviHy flame ; 
The dairy, bam, the hay-loft and the grove 
Shall oft' be confcious of their ftolen love. 
Bat think, Pn/dl/a, on that dreadful time. 
When pangs and watry qualms Ihall own thy crime ; 
How wilt thou tremble when thy nipple's prefl. 
To fee the white drops bathe thy fwelling breail ! 
Nine Moons fhall publkkly divulge thy ihame. 
And the young Squire foreilall a father's name. 

When twice twelve times the reaper's fweeping ha»d 
With levelled harvefts has beftrown the land. 
On fam'd St. Huhrt^i feaft, his winding horn 
Shall cheer the joyful hound and wake the mora : 
This memorable day his eager fpeed 
Shall urge with bloody heel the rifmg ilecd.* 
O check the foamy bit, nor tempt thy fate. 
Think on the murders of a five-bar gate ! 
Yet prodigal of life, the leap he tries, • ; r 

Low in the dull his groveling honour lies. 
Headlong he falls, and on the rugged done 
Diflorts his neck, and cracks the collar bone ; 
O vent'rous youth, thy thirfl of game allay, 
May'il thou furvive the perils of this day 1 
He fhall furvive ; and in late years be fent 
To fnore away Debates in Parliament. 

The time fhall come, when his more folid fenfe 
With nod important fhall the laws difpenfe ; 
A Juflice with grave Juflices fhall fit. 
He praife their wifdom, they admire his wit. 
No greyhound fhall attend the tenant's pace. 
No rufty gun the farmer's chimney grace ; 
Salmons fliall leave their covers void of fear. 
Nor dread the thicvifh net or triple fpear ; 
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Poachers (hall tremble at his awful name. 

Whom vengeance now o'ertakes for murder'd game. 

Affift me, Bacchus, and ye drunken Pow'rs, 
To fing his friendfliips and his midnight hours ! ' 

Why doft thou glory in thy ftrength of beer, 
Firm-cork*d, and mellowM till the twentieth year ; 
Brew'd or when Pbcebus warms the fleecy fign. 
Or when his languid rays in Scorpio fhine. 
Think on the mifchiefs which from hence have fprungl 
It arms with curfes dire the wrathful tongue j 
Foul fcandal to the lying lip affords. 
And prompts the mem'ry with injurious words. 
O where is wifdom, when by this o^erpower'd ? 
The ftate is cenfur'd, and the maid deflowered ! 
And wilt thou ftill, O Squire, brew ale fo ftrong t 
Hear then the dictates of prophetic fong. 

Methinks I fee him in his hall appear. 
Where the long table floats in clammy beer, 
*Midft mugs and glalTes fhatter'd o'er the floor. 
Dead-drunk his fervile crew fupinely fnore ; 
Triumphant, o'er the proftrate brutes he ftands, 
The mighty bumper trembles in his hands ; 
Boldly he drinks, and like his glorious Siref, 
In copious gulps of potent ale expires, 



THE, 



Digitized by La OOQIC 

J 



THE 

TOILETTE. 

A TOWN ECLOGUE. 

L y D I A, 

Now twenty fprings had doth'd the Park with 
green. 
Since Lydia knew the bloflbm of fifteen ; 
No lovers now her morning hours moleft. 
And catch her at her Toilette half nndreft ; 
The thiind'ring knocker wakes the ibeet no more. 
No chairs, no coaches crowd her filent door ; 
Her midnights once at cards and Hazard fled. 
Which now, alas ! fhe dreams away in bed. 
Around her wait Shocks, monkeys and mockaws. 
To fill the place of Fops, and perjur'd Beaus ; 
In thefe fhe views the mlmickry of man. 
And fmiles when grinning Pug gallants her fan ; 
When P(?// repeats, the founds deceive her ear. 
For founds, ' like his, once told her Damoi^s care. 
With thefe alone her tedious mornings pafs ; 
Or at the dumb devotion of her glafs. 
She fmooths her hrow, and frizles forth her hairs. 
And fancies youthful drefs gives youthful airs ; 
With crimfon wool (he fixes ev'ry grace. 
That not abluib can difcompofe her face, 
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62 ECLOGUES. 

RecIinM upon her arm flic penfive fate. 
And curs'd th' inconftancy of youth too late. 

O Youth ! O fpring of life ! for ever loft f 
No more my name Ihall reign the fav'rite Toaft, 
On glafs no more the di'mond grave my name. 
And rhymes mifpell'd record a lover's flame : 
Nor fhali fide-boxes watch my reftiefs eye% 
And as they catch the glance in rows arife 
With humble bows ; nor white-glov'd Beans encroach 
In crowds behind, to guard n|e to my coach. * 
Ah haplefs nymph f fuch conquefts are no more. 
For Cilo^s now what Lydia was before ! 

*Tis true, this Cbloe boaHs the peach*s bloom. 
But does her nearer whifper breathe perfume ? 
I own her taper ffaape is formed to pleafe. 
Yet if you faw her unconfin'd by ftays ! 
She doubly to fifteen may make pretence. 
Alike we read it in her face and fenfe. 
Her reputation ! but that never yet 
Could check^the freedoms of a young Coquet. 
Why will ye then, vain Fops, her eyes believe ? 
Her eyes cauy like your perjur'd tongues, deceive: 

Whatihalll do ? how fpendthe hateful day ? 
At chapel ftiall I wear the morn away ? 
Who there frequents at thefe unmodifh hours. 
But ancient matrons with their frizled to>y'rs. 
And gray religious maids ^ my prefencethere 
Amid that fober train would own defpair ; 
Nor am X yet fo old ; nor is my glance 
As yet fixt wholly to devotion's trance. 

^traigh^tjien I'll drefs, apd t^e my wonte4 range 
Through ^\xy Mm Hop, through all the Change i 
Where the tall j^r ereds^ <5Pftly pridje. 
With antick.ft^pe^ m Chtns^% aj^uredy'd,; 
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There carelefs lies the rich brocade anroird. 
Here ihines a cabinet with bumiih'd gold ; 
But then remembrance will my grief renew, 
'Twas there the r^ing dice falfe Damon threw ; 
The raffling dice to him 4ccide the prize. 
'Twas there he firft conviersM ^th Chloe*s eyes ; 
Hence fprang th' ill-fated caufe of all my fmait. 
To me the toy he gave, to her his heart. 
But foon thy perj'ry in the gift was found. 
The ihiver'd Chin^ droyt upon the ground ; 
Sore omen that thy vows would faithlefs prove ; 
Frail was Jthy prfefcnt, fraifer i» thy love'. 

O happy P0II9 in wiry prison pent*; 
Thou ne'er haft known what love or rivals meant ; 
And Pug wi^h pleafure can his fetters bear, 
Who ne'er believ'd the vo.ws that lovers fwear ! 
How am I curft ! (uri^apjpy and forlorn) 
With perjury, with love, and rival's fcorh ! ' 
Falfe are the loofc Coquet's inveigling airs, 
Falfe is the pompous grief of youthful heirs, 
Falfe is the cringing courtier's plighted word, 
Falfe are the dice when gamefters ftamp the board, 
Falfe is the fprightly widow's publick tear ; 
Yet thefc to Damon's oaths are all fincere. 

Fly from perfidious man, the fex difdain ; 
Let fervile ChJoe wear the nuptial chain. 
Damon is pradis'd in the modiih life. 
Can hate, and yet be civil to a wife. 
He games ; he fwears ; he drinks ; he fights ; he roves j 
Yet Chloe can believe he fondly loves. 
Miftrefs and wife can well fupply his need^ 
A mifs for pleafure, and a wife for breed. 



But Cbloe^s air isunconfin'd and gay, 
^nd cin perhaps an injur'd bed repay ; 



i'erhaps 

,y Google 
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Perhaps ber t>atient temper can behold 
The rival of her love adorn'd with gold, 
Powder'd with diamonds ; free from thpaght and care, 
A husband's fullen humours Aie can bear. 

Why are thefe fobs ? and why theie ilreamlng eyes ^ 
Is love the caufe ? no> I thcifex deipife ; 
I hate, I loath his bafe per^dious name. 
Yet if he fhould but feign a rival flame ? 
But Cbloi boafts and triumphs in my pains. 
To her he*8 faithful, 'tis to me he feigns. 

Thiis love-fick Lydia rav*d. Her maid i^pears f 
A band-box in her ileady himd (he bears. 
How wcU this riband's glofs becomes your face ! 
She cries, in raptures; then, fo/weet a lace f 
How charmingly you look ! fo bright 1 fo fair f 
*Tis to your eyes the head-drefs owes its air.. 
Straight Iy<///2 fmil'd ; the comb adjufls her locks;,.. 
And at the Play-houfc Harry keeps her box: 
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TEA-TABLE. 

A TOWN ECLOGUE. 

BORIS and MELANTHE. 

SAINT Jams^t noon-day bell for prayers had 
tolPd. 
And coachet to the Patron'^ LevU rolPd, 
When Dwrit rofe. And now through all the room 
From flow'ry Tea exhales a fragrant fnme. 
Cup after cup they fipt, and talk'd by fits. 
For Doris here^ and there Mekntheku. 
Doris was young, a laughter-loving dame, 
Nic« of her own alike and others fame ; 
Melanthe*^ tongue could well a tale advance. 
And fooner gave than funk a circumftance : 
Locked in her mem'ry Secrets never dy'd ; 
Doris begun, Melanthe thus reply'd. 

DORIS. 
Bylwa the vain fantaflic fop admires. 
The Rake's loofe gallantry her bofom fires ; 

Sylvia 
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Syhia like that is vain, like this fhe roves, 
in liking them IHe bat herfelf approves. 

MELANTHE. 
Laura rails on at men, the fex reviles. 
Their vice condemns, or at their folly fmiles. 
Why Ihould her tongue in juftrefentment fail. 
Since men at her with equal freedom rail ? 

DORIS. 
Laft Maffuerade was Sylvia nymphlike feen, 
Her hand acrpok fuftain'd, her drefs was green ^ 
An am*rous fhepherd led her through the croud. 
The nymph was innocent, the fhepherd vow'd ; 
Bat nyinpks their innocence wiitk (hef^erds tri^^ ; 
So both withdrew, as nymph and fhepherd miifl. 

MELANTHE- 
Name ba^thf Ucfupif^ P^^ke mo4era fUgr» 
Laura takes fire, and kindles into rage ; 
The wkiaiiig Tragic love fhe fcarcecan b^sar. 
But naufeous Comedy ne'er fhock'd her ear ; 
Yet in the gidrry mobb'd, Ae fits fecare. 
And laagks at jefls that turn the Box demure. 

DORIS. 
Trufl not, ye Ladies, to your beauty's p6w"r. 
For beauty withers lik« a fhrivell'd How'r ; 
Yet thofe fair flow'rs that .Sy/wVs teflij^ bind. 
Fade not with fudden lights or winter's wind ; 
Like thofe her face defies the rolling years. 
For art her rofes and her charms repairs. 

MELANTHE. 
Laura defpifes ev'ry outward grace. 
The wanton fparkling eye, the blooming face ; 
The beauties of the foul are all her pride. 
For other beauties Nature has deny'd ; 
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' If affection (how a oeauteoos mind. 
Lives there a man to Lemrt^% merits blindr? 

EiORIS. 
^yhia be fure defies the town's reproach^ 
Whofe beJbabiHe is foiPd in hackney co^ch ; 
What though thefafti was closM, miift Wf C0ftclu4fe„'^ 
That ihe wks' yleidinfi-» wheii her fop wis rude? ' , 

Laura learnt <;aution at top dear a coft. , , .^ 

What Fair could e'er retrieve her h6nour loft ? 
Secret ihc' loves f andwho'thehyijaijph'can blam^; 
Who dujrft not own a footman's vulgar. flame ? 

' poftis; : * 

Though Laura^t homely tj»fte defcends (o low ; . 

Her fbotman well inay vi^ with Sjlvia*t bea)i.. 

' Melanthe. 

Yetwhjriho9iId.j^^«r^^t>ink ita4i^ace| , 
When proud Mriur^^'s groom wears Flandtrs lace ? 

DORIS. 
What, though for mufj^k Cyntbio boafts an car ? 
Rshin perhaps can hum an Opera 9S^* 
Cjnthiocza. bow, takes fnuff, and llances well; 
Robin talks common fknfe, can write and fpeH : 
Sjhna^s vain fancy dcefs and fhow admires. 
But 'tis the man sdone whom Laura fires. 
MELANTHE. ^ 
Plato*s wife morals I^irrii's fouHmproye : 
And this no doubt muft be Pkume le^e ! . 
Her foul to ^en'rous toEts was ftlll inclin'd \ 
What ihows more virtue than an humble mind f 

DORIS. 
What,though young SjMa loves the Park's cool ihade, 
And wanders in the duik the feci-et glade f 
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Mafqu'd aada^PP^ (^X chancy) fhe n^^t her Spar^ 
That innocence is weak whicl^ fliuns the dark. 
* MELANTHE. ; 

But Laura for her flame has no pretence ; 
Her footman is a footman too in f<?nfe« 
All Prude J I hatc^ and thofe are rightly curft. { , 

With fcandal's double Ipad, wiio cenfute firft. 

DORIS. 
And what if Cyntbio SjhiaU garter ty'd ! 
Who fuch a foot and fuch a leg would hide. ; r 
When crook-knee*d Pbillu can expofe to view 
Her gold-clock'd ftocking,, and her tawdry fhoe ? 

MELANTHE. . . , ,- 

If pure Devotion centcr.in th^e, face, . _, _ . , - 

If cens*nng others ^m^i^rinfi^k grace. 
If guilt to publick freedoms be confin'd, . , 
Pn/dij (all ihufl own) are of the Ifoly kind ! 

DORIS. 
Syhia difdains ref^rve, and flies conftraint : ,, . « 
She neither is, nor would t>e thought a Sain,t. 

. MELANTHE, ;' / .: 

Love is a trivial paffion» Laura cries, 
^ May I be bleft with friendfhip's ftrider ties ; 
To fuch a bread all fecrets we commend ; 
Sure the whole Drawiug'room is Laura^s friend. 

DORIS. ' ,; . 

At marriage Syhia rails ; who men would Uufi/ (, ; 
Yethufband^'jealoufiesafefometimesjttft.;, .i , ; 
Her favours Syhia fhuies among mankind. 
Such gen'rous love ihould never be confined. 

As thus alternate chat employ'd their tongue, , 
With thundering raps the brazen knocker rung. • 

Laura 
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Laura and Sylvia came ; the nymphs arife : 
This anexpeded vifit, Doris ^ cries. 
Is doubly kind ! Melantbe Laura led. 
Since I was laft fo blcft, my dear, fhe faid. 
Sure 'ds an age ! they fate ; the hour was fct ; 
And all again that night at Ombre met. 
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FUNERAL. 

A TOWN ECLOGUE. 

SABINA. LUCY. 

TW I C E had tlkf mdon performed her monthly 
race. 
Since firft the veil o*ercaft Sabina*s face. 
Then dy'dthc tender partner of her bed. 
And lives Sabina when Fidelioh dead ? 
FMio^sdetuif and yet Sabina lives. 
Bnt fee the tribute of her tears fhe gives ; 
Their abfentLord her rooms in fable mourn, 
And all the day the glimmering tapers bum ; 
Stretch'd on the couch of Hate ihe penfive lies. 
While oft the (howy cambnc wipes her eyes. 
Now enter'd Lucy ; trufty Lucy knew 
To roll a fleeve, or bear a Billet-doux; 
Her ready tongue, in fecret fervice try'd. 
With equal fluency fpoke truth, or lyM ; 
She well could fiufh or humble a gallant ! 
And CcTve at once as maid and confidant ! 

A letter 
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A letter from her fiutliful fbys fhe took : 
Sabina fnatch'd it with an angry look. 
And thus in hafty words her grief confeft. 
While Lucy ftrove to footh her troubled bread. 

SABINA- 
What, ftili Myrtilloh hand ! his flame I fcorn. 
Give back his paffion with the feal antom. 
To break our foft repofe has man a right. 
And are we doomed to read whatever they write } 
Not all the fex my firm refolves fhall move. 
My liFc*8 a life of forrow, not of love. 
May Lydia^z wrinkles all my forehead trace. 
And Celiacs palene(s iicken o'er my face. 
May fops of mine, as Flavians favours, boaft. 
And Coquets triumph in my honour lofl ; 
May cards employ my nights, and never more 
May thefe cui^ tytz behold a Matedore t 
Break Ci&/>rtf> perifli^i&^fi, dxt PerrtquH ! 
When I FMioh dearer love forget. 
FideUo^z judgment fcorn*d the foppifh train. 
His air was eafy, and his drefs was plain. 
His words finccre, refpeft his prefence dtew^ 
And on his lips fweet converfation grew, 
Where*s wit, whereas beauty, where is virtue /Jed> 
Alas ! they're now no more j fidilio^s dead ! 

LUCY. 
Yet when he liv*d, he wanted cv*ry grace ; 
That eafy air was then an aukward pace : 
Have not your fighs in whifpers often faid. 
His drefs was flovenly, his fpeech ill-bred } 
Have not I heard you, with a fecret tear. 
Call that fweet converfe fullen and fevere ? 
Think not I come to take Myrtlllo's part. 
Let Cbloff Dafbntf Doris, fiiare his heart. 

Let 
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Let Chloeh love in every car exprefs 
His graceful perfon and genteel addrefs. 
All well may judge what fhaft has Dapbm hit^ 
Who fttffers filence to admire his wit. 
His equipage and liv*ries Doru move, 
'BvLtChloef Daphne, Don't fondly love. 
Sooner fhall Cits in faOiions guide the Court, 
And beaus upon the bufy Change ttion ; 
Sooner the nation fhall from fnufF be freed. 
And fops* apartments fmoak with Indians weed. 
Sooner I'd wiih and figh through nunn'ry grates. 
Than recommend the flame Sahina hates. 

SABINA, 
Becaufe fome widows are in haHe fubdu'd ; 
Shall every fop upon our tears intrude ? 
Can I forget my lov'd FUelioh tongue, 
soft as the warbling of Italian fong ? 
Did not his rofy lips breathe forth perfume. 
Fragrant as fteams from Tea's imperial bloom ? . 

LUCY. 
Yet once you thought that tongue a greater curfc 
Than fqualls of children for an abfent nurfe. 
Have you not fancy'd in his frequent kifs 
Th' ungrateful leavings of a filthy Mifs ? 

SABINA. 
Love, I thy pow'r defie ; no fecond flame 
Shall ever raze my dear FMioh name. 
Fannia without a tear might lofe her Lord, 
Who ne'er enjoy'd his prefence but at b(^rd. 
And why fhould forrow fit on Lefiia^s face ? 
Are there fuch comforts in a fot's embrace ? 
No friend, no lover is to Lejbia dead. 
For Lejbia long had knowA a fep'rate bed. 

Gufh 
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Gulh forth; je tears; wafte^'wafte, yc fighs, my 
bresUl^ • j 

My days, my nigHts were by FsJeHo bleft t 
LUCY. ^ 

You cannot Aire forget how oft you faid 

His teazing fondnefs jealoufy betray'd ! 

When at the play the neighb'ring box he toolc^ 

You thought you read fufpicion in his look ; 

When cards and counters flew around the board. 

Have you not wiih'd the abfence of your Lord ? 

His cempany was then a poor pretence. 

To check the freedoms of a wife's expence I 
SABINA. 

But why fhould I MjrfilU^s paflion blame. 

Since Love's a fierce involuntary flame ? 

LUCY. 
Could he the failles of his heart withftand. 
Why fliould he not to C&Ioe give his hand ? 
For Cifioi^s handfome, yet he flights her flame; 
Laft night flie fainted at Sabina*s name. 
Why, Daphne^ doft thou blame Sabina^s charms ? 
Sahina keeps no lover from thy arms. 
At Crimp Myrtillo play'd, in kind regards 
Doris dealt love ; he only dealt the cards ; 
Doris was touch'd with fpleen ; her fan he rent. 
Flew from the table, and to tears gave v«nt# 
Why, Doris^ doft thou curfe Sabina's eyes ? 
To her Myrtiito- is a vulgar priafe. 
SABINA. 
Yet fay, 1 lov'd ; how loud would cenfurc rail ! . 
So foon to quit the duties of the veil I 
No, fooner Plays and Op'ras Pd forfwcar, 
i\nd change ^t(t China jars for Tunhridge ware; 

,VoL. II. E Or 
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Or truft my mother as a confidant. 
Or fix a friendfhip with my maiden aunt ? 
Than till— -to-morrow throwlny weeds away; 
Yet let me fee him> if he comes to-day I 
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ESPOUSAL. 

A SOBER ECLOGUE. 

Between two of the People called Quakers. 

CALEB. TABITHA. 

BENEATH the fhadow of a bcawr hat. 
Meek Caleb at a iilent meeting fat ; 
His eye-balls oft* forgot the holy trance. 
While Tabitha demure, return'd the glance. 
The meeting ended, Caleh filence broke. 
And Taiitha her inward yearnings fpoke. 

^ CALEB. 
Beloved, fee how all things follow loye. 
Lamb fondleth lamb, and dove difports with dove ? 
Yet fondled lambs their innocence fecure. 
And none can call the turtle's bill impure ; 
Ofaireft of our fillers, let me be 
The bilBng dove, and fondling lamb to thee. 

TABITHA. 
But, CaUit know that birds of gentle mind 
Eledt a mate among the fober kind, 
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Not the mockaws, all deck'd in fcarlet pride. 
Entice their mild and modeft hearts afide ; 
Butthouy vain man, beguil'd by Popifh fhows, 
Doatefl: on ribands, flounces, furbelows. 
If thy falfe heart be fond of tawdry dyes. 
Go, wed the painted arch in fummer ikies ; 
Such love will like the rainbow's hue decay, 
Strong at the firft, but pafleth feon away. 

CALEB. 
Name not the frailties of my youthful days. 
When vice mif-led me through the harlot's ways ; 
When I with wanton .look^ the fex beheld. 
And nature with each wanton look rebelPd ; 
Then parti- coloured pride my heart might move 
With lace ; the net to catch unhallow'd love. 
All fuch like love is fading as the flower. 
Springs in a day, and withereth in an hour : 
But now I feel the fpoufal love within. 
And fpoufale love rio After holds a flii. 

TAB IT HA. 
I know thou longed for the flaunting maid. 
Thy falfehood own, and fay I am betray'd j 
The tongue of man is blifler'd o'ef with lies. 
But truth is tver read in woman's eyes ; ' 

that my lip obey'd a tongik like thine ! 

Or that thine «ye liewray'd albvc like mine f ' 

CALEB. 
How bitter ai*e thy words ! forbear to teaze,. 

1 too might 1)lamc — ^but love delights topleafe. 
Why fliould I tell thee, tjiat when lafl the fun 
Painted the downy peach of Neivingtefi, 

Jofiah led thee through -the garden's walk. 
And mingl<di«telting kiffes with his talk ? • 



Ah 
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Ah Jealoufy ! tarn, turn tkmt eyes afiife. 
How can I fee that watch* ^4prn thy&dei 
For verily no gift the fiflers take 
For loft of gain, but for t^ giver's' fake. 

TABITHA. 
I own, Jofiak gave the golden toy, ' 
Which did the righteous hand of^are employ ; 
When CtfZr^ hath affign^d fome happy day, 
I look on this and chide the hours deliy : 
And when JofiaJ^ woold his love purfue. 
On this I look and ihun his wanton view; ^ 
Man but in vain with trinkets tries to mov^. 
The only prefent love ^lenuuids is lovc« 

CALEB. 
Ah TaUtkh to hear thcie words of thine. 
My pulfe beats Ju^,: astf inflam'd.with'Wiile 1 
When to the brethren firft with fer?ent*zeal 
The fpirit mov'dthy yearnings to reveal,. 
How did I joy thy trembling lip to fee 
Red as the cherry from the KeMt^ tree ; 
When ecftafy had warm'd thy look fomcek. 
Gardens of rofes blulhed on thy cheek. 
With what fweettranfport didH thon roll thine e}es. 
How did thy words provoke the brethren's fighs i 
Words that with holy £ghs might others move. 
But, Tahitba^ my iighs were iighs of love, 

TABITHA. 
Is Tabitba beyottd h^^WJ^t blcft \ 
Does no provid woiidly dato^ divUe.thy toreaft ? 
Then hear- md, Cahk,^ witness, wbiKtl ijpeak, • 
This folemn jM'omift death ^one can break ; 
Sooner I would bedeck my brow with lace. 
And with impiodeft fav'rites ihade my faoH 

E JL Sooner 
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Sooner like BafyMa lewd whore be drell 
In flaring diamonds and a fcarlet veft. 
Or make a curtfie in Cathedral pew, 
Than prove inconftant, while my Calebs true. 

CALEB. 
When I prove falfe, and TaSiiifa forfake. 
Teachers Ihall dance a jig at country wake ; 
Brethren unbeaver*d then (hall bow their head, 
-And with prophane mince-pies our babes be fed. 

TABITHA. 
If that Jofiah were with paffion fir'd. 
Warm as the zeal of youth when firft infpir'd ; 
In fleady love though he might perfevere, . . 
Unchanging as the decent garb we wear. 
And thou wert fickle as the wind that blows. 
Light as the feather on the head of Beiaus ; 
Yet 1 for thee would all thy fex reiign, 

Siilers, take all the reft — '> ])e CaUb mine. « 

CALEB. 
Though I had all that finful love aiFords, 
And all the concubines of all the Lords, 
Whofe couches creak with whoredom's finful ihame^ 
Whofe velvet chairs are with adult'ry lame ; 
Ev'n in the harlot's hall, I would not fip 
The dew of lewdnefs from her lying lip ; 
I'd fhun her paths, upon thy itiouth to dwell. 
More fweet than powder which the merchants fell ; 
O folace me with kifTes pure like thine ! 
Enjoy, ye Lords, the wanton concubine. 
The fpring now calls us forth ; come, fiftcr, come. 
To fee the primrofe and the daifie bloom. 
^iCt ceremony bind the worldly pair, 
fters efleem the brethren's words fincere. 

TABITHA. 
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TABITHA, 
Efpottfals are bat forms. O lead me hence. 
For fecret love can never give offence. 

Then hand in hand the loving mates withdraw. 
Trttt lonte is nature unreflrain^d by U'w, 
This tenet all the holy fedt allows ; 
So Tabitka took earneft of a fpoufe. 
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TO IHY INGENIOUS AND WORTHY FHIEND 



WILLIAM LOWNDS, ESQ, 

author of that celebrated trea- 
tise in folio, called the 
Land-tax bill. 

WHEN Poets print their works, the fcribbling 
crew 
Stick the Bard o'er with Bays, like Chriflmas pew : 
Can meagre Poetry fuch fame deferve ? 
Can Poetry, that only writes to ftarvc ? - 

And ihall no laurel deck that famous head, . < 

In which the Senate's annual law is bred ? 
That hoary head, which greater glory fires. 
By nobler tvays and means true fame acquires. ' . 
O had I FirgiVs force to fing the man, 
Whofe learned lines can millions raife per ann, \ 

QrcsLt LoavttJs his praife ihouM fwell the trump of 

fame. 
And Rafes and Wapentakes refound his name. 

If the blind Poet gain'd a long renown 
By finging evVy Grecian chief and town ; 
Sure Lonunds his profe much greater fame requires, ♦' 
Which fweetly counts five thoufand Knights and 

^ Squires, 
Their feats, their cities, parifhes and fhires, . 

Thy 
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Thy copious Preamble fo fmoothly runs, 
T^es no more appear like legal duns. 
Lords, Knights, and Squires th* Afleffor*s power Obey, 
We read with pleafure, though with pain we pay. 

Ah why did C thy works defame ! 

That author's long harangue betrays his name ; 

After his ipeeches can his pen fucceed ? 

Though forc'd to hear, we're not obliged to read. 

Under what fcience ihall thy works be read ? 
All know thou w^t not Poet bom and bred ; 
Or doft thou fcoaft th* Hiftorian's lafting pen, 
Whofe annals are the JSs of worthy men ? 
No. Satire is thy talent ; and each lafli 
Makes the rich Mifer tremble o'er his cafli ; 
What on the Drunkard can be more fevere. 
Than direful taxes on his ale and beer ? 

Ev*if Button*^ Wits are nought compar'd to thee. 
Who ne'er were known or prais'd but o'er his Tea, 
While Thou through Britainh diftant ifle fliall fprcad. 
In ev'ry Hundred and Divifion read. 
Criticks in Clajicks oft' interpolate. 
But ev'ry word of thine is fixM as Fate. 
Some works come forth at morn, but die at night 
In blazing fringers round a tallow light i 
^me may perhaps to a whole week extend. 

Like S ' (when unaffifted by a friend) 

But thou fhalt live a year in fpite of fate: 
Add Where's your author boafts a lorigerdate? 
Poets of old had fuch a wondrous power. 
That with their verfes they could raife a tower; 
But in tiy Profe a greater force is found ; 
What Poet ever rais'd t^ tlioufand pound ? 
Cadmus^ by fowing dragon's teeth, we read, 
Rais'd a vaft army from the pois'nous feed. 
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Thy labours, Lonunds^ can greater wonders do, 
THoa raifeft armies, and canfl pay them too. 
Truce with thy dreaded pen ; thy Annals ceaie ; 
Why need we armies when the land's in peace ? 
Soldiers are pcrfcd devils in their way. 
When once they're rais'd, they're curfed hard to lay. 
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P A N T H E A. 



A N E L E G Y. 

LONG had Pantbea felt Love's fecret fmart. 
And hope and fear alternate rul'd her heart ; 
Confenting glances had her flame Confeft. 
(In woman's eyes her very foul's exprefl) 
Perjur'd JUxis faw the blufhing maid. 
He faw, he fwore, he conquered and betrayed. 
Another love now calls him from ker arms. 
His fickle heart another beauty warms ; 
Thofe oaths oft' whifper'd in Panthea^o ears. 
He now again to Galatea fwears. 
Beneath a beech th' abandon'd virgin laid. 
In grateful folitude enjoys the Ihade ; 
There with faint voice Ihe breath'd thefe moving Urains, 
While iighing 2^phyrs Ihar'd her am'rous pains. 

Pale fettled forrow hangs upon my brow. 
Dead are my charms ; Alexh breaks his vow ! 
Think, think, dear fhepherd, on the days you knew. 
When I was happy, when my fwain was true j 
Think how thy looks and tongue are form'd to move. 

And think yet more -that all ihy fault was love. 

Ah, could you view me in this wretched ftate f 
You might not love me, but you could not hate. 

Could 



,y Google 



MISCELLANIES. S7 

Could you behold me in this confcious (hade» * 
Where firll thy vows, where firft my love was paid. 
Worn out with watching, fullen with defpair. 
And fee each eye Avell with a gufliing tear ? 
Could you bdhold me on this moify bed. 
From my pale cheek the lively crimfon fled. 
Which in my fofter hours you oft have fwom. 
With rofy beauty far ou^bln(h'd the morn ; 
Could you untouched this wretched objeft bear. 
And would not loft Panthea claim a tear? 
You could not. Aire—— — tears from your eyes would 

fteal, 
And unawares thy tender foul reveal. 

Ah, no ! -thy foul with cruelty is fraught. 

No tendemefs difturbs thy favage thought ; 
Sooner fhall tygers fpare the trembling lambs. 
And wolves with pity hear their Meating dams ; 
Sooner (ball vultures from their quarry fly. 
Than falfe Alexis ^x Panthea £\g\i. 
Thy bofom ne'er a tender thought confef!. 
Sure ftubborn flint has arm'd thy cruel bread ; 
But hardeft flints arc worn by frequent rains. 
And th^ foft drops diflblve their folid veins ; ^ 
While thy relentlefs heart more hard appears. 
And is not foften'd by a flood of tears. 

Ah, what is love! i^^/^f«'s joys are gone,. 
Her liberty, her peace, her reafon flown ! 
And when I view me in the watry glafs, 
I find Panthea now, not what fhe was. 

As northern winds the new-blown rofes blafl, . 

And on the ground their fading ruins caft ; 

As fudd^ blights corrupt theripen'd grain. 

And of its verdure fpoil the mournful plain; 
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So haplofs love on blooming features preys'. 
So haplefs love deftroys our peaceful days. 

Come, gentle fleep, relieve thefe weary'd tves. 
All forrow in thy foft embraces dies : 
There, fpite of all thy peijur'd vows, I find 
FaitHlefs Jkxh languifhtng^y land ; 
Sometimes he leads me by the mazy ftrtsm. 
And pleafingly deludes me in my dream i . 
Sometiines he guides me to the fecr^ grove. 
Where all our looks, and all our talk is love:. 
Oh could I thus confume eack tedipus day. 
And in fweet ilumbers dream my life away ; 
But deep, which now no more relieves theie eye^. 
To my fad foul the dear deceit dtidei. 

Why does the fun dart forth xU chearful rays ? 
Why do the woods fefound with warbling lays ? 
Why does the rofe her grateful fragrance yield. 
And yellow cowflips paint the fbiiling field 1 
Why do the dreams with murm'ring mu£ck flow. 
And why do groves their friendly fliadfe bellow i 
Let fable clouds the chearful fun deface. 
Let mournful filence feize the feather'd race ; 
No more, ye rofes, grateful fragrance yield. 
Droop, droop, yc cowflips, in the blaA^ field ; 
No more, ye dreams, with murm'ring mufick flow. 
And let not groves a friendly fhade bedow : 
With fympathizing grief let nature mourn. 
And never know the youthful fpring's return ; 
And (hall I never more J/exis fee r 
Then what is fpring, or grove, or dream to me ? 

Why fport the (kipping lambs on yonder plain ? 
Why do the birds their tuneful voices drain i , 
Why frifk thofe heifers in the cooling grove ? 
Their happier life is ignorant of love. 



Oh! 



,y Google 



MISCELLANIES. 89 

Oh ! lead me to fome melancholy cave^ 
To lall my forrows in a living grave ; 
From the dark rock where daihing waters £all. 
And creeping ivy hangs the craggy wall* 
Where I may wafte in tears my hours away. 
And never know the feafons or the day. 
Die, die, Pantbta — fly this hateful grove. 
For what is life without, the fwain I love ? 
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A R A M I N T A- 



AN ELEGY. 

Now Pbabus rofe, and with his early beams 
Wak'd ilumb'ring Delia from her pleafing 
dreams ; 
Her wifhes by her fancy were fupply'd. 
And in her fleep the nuptial knot was ty'd. 
With fccrct joy (he faw the morning ray 
Cheqaer the floor, and through the curtains play ; 
The happy morn that ihall her blifs compleat. 
And all her rivals envious hopes defeat. 
In ha(ie fhe rofe, forgetful of her prayers. 
Flew to the glafs, and pradtis'd o'er her airs : 
Her new-fet jewels round her robe are plac'd. 
Some in a brilliant buckle bind her waift, 
Some round her neck a circling light difplay. 
Some in her hair diffufe a trembling ray ; 
The filver knot overlooks the MecbUn lace. 
And adds becoming beauties to her face : 
Brocaded flow*rs o'er the gay mantua fhine. 
And the rich flays her taper fhape confine ; 
Thus all her drefs exerts a graceful pride. 
And fporting Loves furround th' expelling bride. 
For Dapknis now attends the blufhing maid. 
Before the PrieU the folenm vows are paid ; 

This 
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This day, which ends at once all Delia^s cares. 
Shall fwell a thoufand eyes with fecret tears. 
Ceafe, Araminta^ 'tis in vain to grieve, 
Canft thpu from HytMti% bonds the youth retrieve ? 
Difdain his perjVies, and no longer mourn : 
Recall my love, and find a fure return. 

But flill the wretched maid no comfort knows. 
And with refentment cherifhes her woes ; 
Alone (he pines, and in thefe mournful ftrains, 
Of Dapbnis* vows, and her own fate complains. 

Was it for this I fparklcd at the Play^ 
Andloiter'd in the /?fjr^. whole hours away ? 
When if thy chariot in the circle ihone. 
Our mutual paffion by our looks was known : 
Through the gay crowd my watchful glances flew. 
Where'er! pais thy grateful eyes purfue* 

jih faith !ejs y^uth ! too 'well you famj my pah ; 
For eyes the language of the foul explain* 

Think, Dnphnisj think that fcarce five days arc fled. 
Since (O falfe tongue !) thoft treach'rous things you 

faid ; 
How did yon praife my ihape and graceful air ! 
And iKToman thinks all compliments ftncere. 
Didft thou not then in rapture fpeak thy flame. 
And in foft fighs broathe Aramintah name ? 
Didft thou not then with oaths thy paffion prove. 
And with an awful trembling, fay — I love ? 

Ahfaithle/s youth ! too tvellyoufa'W my pain ; 
FtfT eyes the language of the foul explain. 

How could'ft thou thus, ungrateful youth, deceive ? 
How could I thus, unguarded maid, believe ? 
Sure thou canft well recall that fatal night. 
When fubtle love firft entered at my fight : 

When 
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When in the dance I was thy partner chofc, 

Gods ! what a rapture in my bofom rofe ! 

My trembling hand my fudden joy confefi'd. 

My glowing cheeks a wounded heart exprefs'd ; 

My looks fpoke love ; while you with anfw'ring eyes. 

In killing glances made as kind replies. 

Think, Daphms^ think, what tender things you faid. 

Think what confufion all my foul betray'd ; 

You call'dmy graceful prefence Cynthia' ^ air. 

And when I fung, the Syrens charm'd your car j 

My flame blown up by flatt'ry ftronger grew, 

A gale of love in tylry whifper flew. 

Jhfaithl^s ywtk / / w, well you f aw tt^ frnn jt 
foreyestbeloMgiu^oftbe/eitlexplidM^ 

Whene'er I drefs'd^ my^maid, who knetrmf ftairie* 
Chcrilh'd my paffion widi thy lovely name ; • - 
Thy piaorc in her talk fo Hvcly grew. 
That thy dear image rofe belbre my view ; 
She dwelt whole hours npoo thy fli^pe and n^ieo^ 
And wounded DeUtl^ fame to ftoth my fple^n : 
When fhe beheld me at the name grow pale. 
Straight to thy charms ihe chang'd her artful talc j 
And when thy matcblefs charms were quite run o V, 
I bid het tell the pleafing tale once more« 
Oh, Dapbnii ! from thy Aramiktu fled ! 
Oh, to my love for ever, ever dead 1 
Like death, hi$ nuptials all my hope remoyp,. 
And ever pfut me from the^ man I love. 

Ahfaitblifsyeuth! too HUillyou/aw n^ p^n i 
Fer eyet the Ungual if the foul explain* 

O might I by my cr^el fate be thrown, ^ 
In fome retreat far fr6m this hateful town I 
Vain drefs and glaring equipage, adieu I 
Let happier nymphs thofe empty Ihows purfue. 

Me, 
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Me, let fome melancholy (hade furround. 
Where not the print of human flep is found. 
In the gay dance my feet no more fhall move. 
But bear me faintly through the lonely grove ; 
No more thefe hands fhall o'er the fpinnet bound. 
And from the ileeping firings call forth the found : 
Muiick adieu, farewell Italian eirs ! 
The croaking raven now fhall footh my cares. 
On fome old ruin loft in thought I refl. 
And think how. Aramtnta osce was bleft ; 
There o*er and o*er thy letters I perufe. 
And all my gfief in one kind fentence lof(;. 
Some tender line by chance my woe beguiles. 
And on my cheek a fhort-liv'd pleafure fmiles. 
Why is this dawn of joy ? flow tears again ; 
Vain are thefe oaths, and all thefe vows are vain ; 
Daphnist alas ! the Gordian knot has ty'd. 
Nor force nor cunning can" the band divide. 

Ah faitbUfs ytmtb ! Jtnce eyes the foul explain 9 
Why knew I not that artful tongue could feign ? 
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ELEGY ON A LAP-DOG. 



OiH0CK*s fate I mourn ; poor S^ock is now no more, 
*^ Ye Mufes mourn, ye charmber-maids deplore. 
Unhappy Shock ! yet more unhappy Fair, 
Doom'd to forvive thy joy and only care ! 
Thy wretched fingers now no more fhall deck. 
And tye the fav'rite riband round his neck ; 
No more thy hand (hall fmooth his glofly hair. 
And comb the wavings of his pendent ear. 
Yet ceafe thy flowing grief, forfaken maid ; 
All mortal pleafures in a moment fade : 
Our fureft hope is in an hour deftroy'd, 
And love, beft gift of heav'n, not long enjoy'd. 

Mcthinks I fee her frantick with defpair. 
Her ftreaming eyes, wrung hands, and flowing hair ; 
Her Mechlen pinners rent the floor beftrow. 
And her torn fan gives real figns of woe. 
Hence Superllition, that tormenting gucft. 
That haunts with fancy'd fears the coward brcaft ; 
No dread events upon this fate attend, 
Stream eyes no more, no more thy trcflfes rend. 
Tho' certain omens oft forewarn a ftate, 
And dying lions fliow the monarch's fate ; 
Why fliould fuch fears bid Celiacs forrow rife i 
For when a Lap-dog falls no lover dies. 

Ceafe, 
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CtaSc, Celia, ceafe ; reftrain thy flowing tears. 
Some wanner paffion will difpel thy cares. 
In nucn you'll £a4 a more fubftantial bliis> 
More grateful toying, and a Tweeter kifs. 

He*s dead. Oh lay him gently in the ground I 
And may his tomb be by this verfe renown'd. 
Hire Shock, the fride of all his kind^ is laid ; 
Whofanf)ifdliki man^ hut neUr Uke man bitrafd. 
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YOUNG LADY, 



WITH SOME LAMPREYS. 

WITH lovers ^twas of old the fafluon 
By prefents to convey their paffion ; 
No matter what the gift they fent. 
The Lady faw that love wa« meant. * 
Fair Atalanta, as a favour, 
Took the boar's head her Hero gave her ; 
Nor could the briftly thing affront her, 
'Twas a fit prefent from a hunter. 
When Squires fend woodcocks to the dame, 
It ferves to Ihow their abfent flame. 
Some by a fnip pf woven hair. 
In pofied lockets bribe the fair ; 
How many mercenary matches 
Have fprung from Di'mbnd-rings and watches \ 

But hold a ring, a watch, a locket. 

Would drain at once a Poet's pocket ; 

He 



,y Google 



MISCELLANIES. 97 

He fhould fend fongs that coft him nought. 
Nor even be prodigal of thought* 

Why then fend Lam|»reys ? fye, for ihame ! 
'Twill fet a .virgin's blood on flame. 
This to fifteen ^ proper gift ! 
It might lend fixty-five a lift. 

I know your maiden Aunt will fix>ld9 
And think my prefent fomewhat bold. 
I fee her lift her hands and eyt$. 

* What eat it. Niece ; eat Spamfi flies ! 
Lamprey^s a mofl immodeft diet : 
You'll neither wake nor fleep in quiet* 
Should I to-night eat Sago-cream, 
'Twould make me blufli to tell my dream ; 
If I eat Lobfler, 'tis fo warming. 

That tv^ry man I fee looks charming ; 
Wherefore had not the filthy fellow 
Laid Rocbejler upon your pillow ? 
I vow and fwear, I think the |)refent 
Had been as modeil and as decent. 
« Who has her virtue in her power ? 
Each day has its unguarded hour ; 
Always in danger of undoing, 
A prawn, a flirimp may prove our rdo ! 
« The ihepherdefs, who lives on fallad. 
To cool her youth, controuls her palate ; 
Should Dian^i Maids turn liqu'rifh livers. 
And of huge lamprey's rob the rivers, , 
Then all beiide each glade and Vifto, 
You'd fee Nymphs lying like Cmliji§. 

* The man who meant to heat your blood, 
* Needs not himfelf fnch vicious food ■ 

Yoh IL F V In 
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In this, 1 owik, ytVLT Ani^ is okttr, 
I fent you what I well miglit fptat : 
for whto 1 6tE y<MH <wklKm iokki^) 
Your eyes, lips, bMlit sot fe piwdUag, 
They fet my heart more <^Kk-«4MM|^ 
Than could whole fe^ olCNm^A !feti|>e. 
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PASSION FOR OL!> CHIJ^A. 



WHAT eoftafictWbeAm ire! 
How hw «ytt» Ung«i1k ^Mith defiret 
How hldt, how himrfl^nild f 4be/ 
Were that fond g\9iiQtii^kfw^4k>»'mti 
New doubts and fean witliiii^«e wtf : 
What rival^s 9Mrfi m.Qjbi$ta^^%x. * * 

China's the paffi^l^^ k^ loal^ 
A cap, a plate, a dllh«' a lydwl 
Can kindle wiiiia«aW4)itaA; ' 
Inflame with joy, ot4*i«ale'liet tetti* 
Some gemscolMI:^ 4^^6-ikeiii^ phte. 
And view the rult #kh^tev«rfeyes ; ' '' ^ 
Some court the ft^atniftdnij^j^tybi^r; 
Some doat on Nitfiirc^t dniMitt'in Heiwersf 
But tv^ty beauty I^oin ti9*e 
In Laura^s 9mid# ift i^Mr^Wfaot^ ^^ * 
My ftars are iMlAUhm^^ipllmrt^^ 
My lily andmyjpo&iaibttc. 

PhiiofeflHiss more gmve^tlMn wife 
Hunt fcience down in butterflies ; 
Fa 



- i 



2 aaai^gi? 



100 M I S C E,L L.A^N. I ^;,S. 

Or fondly poring On a fpider. 

Stretch human contemplation wider $ 

FoJ^/s give joy to €alin^j& foul. 

He digs fbr knowledge,^ like a mole; 

in fheUs fo leam'd, tibat all agree 

No fi(h that fwims kno^ more t]|an hef * 

In fuch pprfnits if wifddm lies. 

Who, iMira, fhall thy tafte defpife ? 

When I fome antique Jar behold. 
Or white, or bluej (xr i|>eclda K^th gold» 
Vefleli fo pure, and fo refined. 
Appear the types of woman-kind : 
Are-thpynojv^fdfofth^i^beaiity;': ' /^ /. '•' 
Too fair, too fine for houihold duty ? 
With flowers and gold and azure dy'd. 
Of ev'ryhoufcihegrsuce and pride? * 

How white, how polifii'd IS their ft;in> 
And valu'd moft^wiieiLonJi)riiec9^i r . , . 
She who befone^gia^ hig^idft prisfd,;: ' ' 
Is fora crack qrJBaw'defpii'^dr t : il 
I grant they're firail,.jrfit,«h(^*refo»i*, ^ ' 

The treafure cannot co^ |po deaij 
fiat man is made olf co;ai:6r fltt£ 
And ferves convenien^jyi|It^pfl$gi^^ , '. i . 1 . 
He's a ftrong eard^ef^jK^fjt-pifdjfe ,,0; ifnw s r . 
For drudging, Istppft j^il.iWRj frftkj3^ > rr jp : ti jI 
And when wives Ioi'e|l^ij;,o(^>^l^ n , > w.l; ^i* . 
With eafc tfeeyjipfii; rtfrkfr qfcA^/j ': .u::. it' « 

Huihands^9/ore cctvAt049Sthai»fage' h. > ^: 
Condenon this Ci^iVr^r^buying rage;! ^-^ ar-^, \\ :r :\ v 
They count that woioato'^4>ittdesceUttl«y ^^ > - - 
Whofets herheaf^,OII,||iiiigfc4<>^i)rktilcu^» ' ^^ ' 
But are tkofe wife-men's.isdiBatfims . ( * 

Fixt on more^i:0{\^,..jpaR}r^/gife'ipi)ndatiMs^ 
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If all that's frail we mull ^efpifcr 

Nohaman view or fbheme'is wife. 

At^ not Ambition's hopes as weak ? 

They {WelUike biVbbles^fhine aftd break. 

A Cpurtier'kpron^tfis fo flight, 

^is made at noon, and broke at night. 

What pleafure's fare ? The Mifs you keep 

Bre«ki|b^tl^yQdr fortilpd^ndyoi^r itccp* * 

The man who loves' a country life. 

Breaks all the comforts of his wife ; 

And if he quit his ftrm-aitd ploogh,. 

His; wife in town m^ break her vow. 

Love, Laura% l«>v«f, whik.yottthis^waifmi, > 

Foreachn^,«(dnt((r'hreaks'a*ttivm; • > i«^ 

And woman'9.ad|]&kp^C)6/;|ji^ld, , : mj ^ 

But cheaper gsows in growing old i * 

Then quickly choofe thc^jmidentpart^ 

Or elfe ye^ ^^ak a littthfol heftrt^ V 
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PROLOGiUE. 

Dcjignd for tkc Ptfiwul Trngfify tf Dfturft. 



THERE was atfm \^m%x% flidfcd4fs^^¥e#'d?) 
Ere tyrantkvrs Juki «miiaifi^4 v»it^ fubdd'^ ; 
Then nature jmhd, mA l09«, . detoid «#^rfv - < ' 
Spoke the confen^ting hmgiiage of tlMT llf ayt» ' 
Love uncontrool'd ! itSojk^ podT 4eligiiC f '' 
'Ti« the reftraint that whefli ««r a|>{><v!ltf . 
Behold the beaftt wIm rafigv:tll« fbr<^ fi^^ 
Behold the birds who Ify fVtfiA €yt# t4^ €Me f 
In their amours fee nature's power appear ! 
And do they love ? Yes— One month in the year. 
Were thefe the pleafures of the golden reign ? 
A^d did free nature thus inftru^ the fwain ? 
I envy not, ye nymphs, your am'rous bowers : 
Such harmlefs fwains ! — I'm even content with ours. 
But yet there's fomething in thefe fylvan fcenes 
That tells our fancy what the lover means ; 
Name but the moffy bank, and moonlight grove» 
Is there a heart that does not beat with love \ 

To*night we treat you with fuch country fare. 
Then for your lover's fake our author fpare. 
He draws no Hemjkirk boors, or home-bred clowns» 
But the /oft ihepherds of Artfidia^s downs. 

When Paris on the three his judgment pafs'd ; 
I hope, you'll own the Ihepherd (how'd his tafte : 

And 
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And Jon^ty all know, was a good jadge of beautjr^ 
Who made the nymph Califto break her duty ; 
Then was the country nymph no aukward thing. 
See what ftrange revolutions time can bring ! 
Yet ftill niethinks our author's fate I dread. 
Were it not fafer heaten paths to tread 
or T^ifody i thaji o'er wide heaAi to fif^r. 
And feeking ft range adventures lofe his way? 
No trumpet's clangor makes his Heroiiys ftart. 
And xmi% tk« fid<Uj9r from h^ Uf edint h^art ; 
He, foolifh bard ! nor pomp nor fhow regards* 
Without the witnefs of a hundred guards 
His lovers iigh their vows.:*— Jf {I«ep fkould take ye. 
He has no battle, no loud <!ram to wake ye. 
What, no fuch fliifts ? there's danger in't, 'tis true » 
Yet ipare him, as he gives you fomcthing new. 






^i SWEET 
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SWEET WILLI AM*S FAREWELL 
TO BLACK-EVD SUSAN. 

A BALLAD. 



L 

ALL in the Downs the fleet was moored. 
The ftrauners waving in the wind> 
When bhick-ey'd Su/an^zmt aboard. 
Oh \ where ihall I my true love find ! 
Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true. 
If my fweet WiHiam fails among the crew. 
IL 
William^ who high upon the yard, 

Rock'd with the l>illows to and fro. 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard. 
He figh'd and caft his eyes below : 
The cord Aides fwiftly through his glowing hands. 
And (quick as lightning) on the deck he ftands. 
III. 
So the fweet lark, high-pois'd in air. 

Shuts clofe his pinions to his breall, 
(If, chance, his mate's ihrill call he hear) 
And drops' at once into her neft. 

The 
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The noblefl: Captain in the Bntijh fleet. 
Might envy ifFiUiam's Up- thofe k'ifles fweet. ' , 
' IV. 
O Su/aft, Su/attt lovely dear. 

My vbwa: fhftU ever true remain i ' 
Let me Idfs off that falling tear^ ^ 
We only part to meet agakw 
Change, as ye lift, ye winds ; my heart Hiall Be 
The faithful compafs that ftill points to thee. 
V. 
believe not what the landmen fay. 

Who tempt with doubts thy conilant mind : 
They'll tell thee, faiters, when away. 
In ev'ry port a miflrefs findr 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo^ 
For Aou art prefent wherefoe'er I go^ 
VI. 
If to fair Indians coad we fail. 

Thy eyes are fecn \xk ^i^mpmis bright. 
Thy breath is AfricH^ fpicy gale. 
Thy fkin is ivory, fo white. 
Thus ev'ry beauteous objeft that I view, 
Wakes in my foul fome charm of lovely But*- 
VII. 
Though battle call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Sufan mourn 5 r 
't'hough cannons roar, yet fafe from ha^s,. . 
William (hall to his dear return. 
I^ove turns afide the balls that round me fly, 
Left grecious teara flxonlddrop from Sufan's eye. 

F5 VIIL 
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viir. 

The IxwitfWain gate the dicadftl word. 

The fails their rweliitig bofom (pread. 
No longer muft fhe ^y aboard i 
They kifs'd^ fhe figh^d, he hung kk head | 
Her lefs'iiing boat onwillitig rdw* to ]aitd: 
Adieu! (he cries; and wAv'd hey Hty^ hand* 
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THE 

LADY'S LAMENTATIOR 

A B A L L A b. 

i; 

J^HYLLIDAi that lov»d to dream 
'^ In the grove, or by the flream j 

Sigh'd on velvet pillow. 
What, alas ! ihould fill her head 
Bat a fountain or a mead. 

Water and a willow ? 

II. 
Love in cities never dwells 
He delights in rural cells 

Whidi fweet woodbine covers; * 
What are your JJ/emhlies then ? 
There, 'tb true, we fee more men; 

But much fewer lovers. 

IIL 
Oh, how chang'd the proiped grows^l 
Flocks and herds to Fops and Beaus,, 

Coxcombs without number ! 
Moon- and ilars that flione fo bright^ 
To the torch and waxen light. 

And whole nights at Omhre. 

W. 
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IV. 
PkaTaat as^ it », to heafv 
Scandal tickling in our ear, 
Ev'n of our own mothers ; 
In the chit-chat of the day^ 
To tts is pay'd, when we're away» 
What we lent to others. 
_ * \ V. 
/ Though the faVrite Toafl I reign ; 
Wine» they fay^ that prompts the vain^ 

Heightens cletamaticm. * 

Mttft I live 'twixt fplte and fear, 
Ev'ry day grow handfomer. 
And lofe my refutation ? 
VL 
Thus the fair to fighs gave way. 
Her empty purfe befide her lay. 
Nymph, ah ceafe thy ibrrow. 
Though curft fortune frown to-night : 
This odious town can give delight 
If you win to-morrow. 



DAMON 
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DAMON AND CUPID. 
A S d N G. 



L 

THE fun was now withdrawn^ 
The fhepherds home were fped ; 
The moon wide o'er the lawn 

Her £lver mantle /pread ; 
When Damon ftay'd behind. 

And faonterM in the grovev 
Will ne'er a nymph be kind» 

And give me love for love 
IL 
Oh ! thofe were golden hours. 

When love> devoid of caces,. 
In all Arcadie^^ bow'rs 

Lodg'd fwains and nymphs by pairs r 
3ut now from wood and plain 

Flies ev'ry fprightly lafs. 
No joys for me remain,. 

In (hades, or on the grafs» 

IIL 

The winged boy draws near. 

And thus the fwain reproves. 
While beauty revell'd here,^ 

My game lay in the groves ; 
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At Court I never fail 

To fcatter ronni my arrows. 
Men fall as thick as hail i 

And maidens love like fpant)w<« 
IV. 
Then fwain^'if me yda need. 

Straight lay yoar iheep-hook down ; 
Throw by your oaten reed. 

And hafte away to town. 
So well Vm known at Court, 

None alka where Co^ dw<rik 
But readily refort- 

To B n't or L I Pu 




IXAPHNIS 
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V \ • ■ ■ ■ ■' ■ > , 

DAPHNIS AND CMLOB. 

A $ o^ Tsr G. 

' • "I. 

T\^PH l^IS flood pefeftte in th«? fta<fc, 
^^ With arms ftCrofs, and fc^ad reeling j 
Pale looks accus'd die crtft! fliiiiid. 

And fighs relktM Ids kyte^ficfe lifliM : 
His tuneful pipe all brokeffliy, ' , 
Looks, iighsy and anions faem'd to fay, 

Mjaioeisumtd.^ 

n. 

why ring the woods with warbKng throats ? 

Ye larks, ye linnets, ccafc yotif fftaint^ - 
I faintly hear in your (Wect notes> ' 

My Chlois voice that witfees my pattt : 
Yet why ihould you yont^ohg forbcai' f ' 
Your mates delight your fya^ to hear. 

But CJbioe mine di£daios«. 
IlL 
As thus he melant^ly fteod, 

Deje£ted as thelOtiely dt)ye» 
Sweet founds broke gently diitm^ the wood 

I feel the found ; my htatt-ibrings move; 
*Twas not the nightingale thatfung ; 
l4o* *Tis my Ci^Ioe^s fweeter tongue. 

Hark, hark, what fays my love I 

IV. 
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IV. 

How fooilih 18 the nymph (fhe cries) 

Who trif es with her lover's pain I 
Nature ftill fpeaks in woman's eyes. 

Our artful lips were made to feign. 
O DafbntSf ^Daphnisr 'twas my pride, 
'Twas not my heart thy love deny'd^ 

Come back, dear youth, again. 

' ■ V.'' •' 

As t'other day my hand he ieiz'd. 

My blood with thrilling^ motion flew ; 
Sudden I put on looks difpleas'df 

And hafty from his hcdd withdrew. 
Twas fear alone, thou fimple Twain, 
Then hadft thou preft my hand.agidn^ , 

My heart had yielded too I ^ 
VL 
'Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blato'd',^ 

That fwell'd thy lip andrrofy cheek ;: 
Think not thy fkill in ibng defamM,^ 

That lip ihonld other pleafures feek t 
Much, much thy mufick I approve \ 
Yet break thy pipe, for more 1 love. 

Much more to hear thee/peak. 
VIL 
My heart forebodes that I'm betray'd,. 

Dafhnis I fear is ever gone ; 
Laft night with Deliah dog he played,. 

Love by fuch trifles firfl comes on. 
Now, now, dear fliepherd, eome away^ 
My tongue would now my heart obey.. 

AhChUe, thoaartwon! 



VIH. 
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VUT. 
The youth ftep'd forth with hafty pace. 

And foand where wifhing Chloe lay ; 
Shame fudden lighten'd in ||ier face, 

ConfusM, ihe knew not whait to fay. 
At laft in broken words, fhe cry'd ; 
To-morrow you in vain had try'd> 

But I am loft to-day ! 



ctlf^ei^ffe 
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THE 

COQUET MOTHER AND 
DAUGHTER. 

A SONG. 

L 

AT the clofc of the day. 
When the bean-flow'r and hay 
Breath'd odours in every wind : 
Love enlivened the veins 
Of the damfels and fwains ; 

Each glance and each a^ion was kind. 
IL 
Molly i wanton and free» 
Kifs'd, and fat on each knee. 

Fond ecftafy fwam in her eyes. 
See* thy mother is near. 
Hark ? (he calls thee to hear 
What age and experience advife. 

in. 

Haft thou feen the blithe dove 
Stretch her neck to her love. 

All glo^ with purple and gold ? 
If akifsheobtain, 
' She returns it again : 

What follows, you need not be told. 

IV. 
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IV. 
Look yc, modier, fhc cry'd. 
You inftrud me in pride, 

AiNt'SiefiHMr food imtiMMrs &rc wott^. 
She who trifles with all 
Js lefs likely to fall 

Than ihe who but trifles with one. 

r. 

Prithee, M^Z^y be wife, ^ 

Left by fudden furprize 

Jio^ Ai6al& tingle h 0Y^y rein : 
Take a fliepherd for life. 
And when once you're a wife, 

You £ifely may triKe s^ain. 
VI. 
Mottj &aSRng T^ty'dy 
Then Vtl foon be a bride ; 

Old Roger has gold in his cheft. 
Bntr4lk)bghtiflyoyJ#i^ ^ - 

Chofe tt ttiam §ir yout Hir«Si 

And Iriifed tttj ihorci/yith thi* reft. 



A cot^- 



,y Google 



ii£ M I S C 1 ll L A N I 4 Sd 



CONTEMPLATION 

ON ■, , ...'"oV 

N I G H T. \ 

-T T 7HETHBR amid the gloom of night l^^yy 
yy Or my glad eye? enjoy rcyolying 4v»'. / -• 
Still Nature^s various face inflprms my fenie»\ ^ . 
Of an all-wife, all-povferfal Providence. 

When the gay ftin firft breaks the ihades of night. 
And fhikes the di^ant eailern hills with light. 
Colour returns, the plai;i« their liv'ry wear. 
And a bright verdure clothes the fmiling year ; 
The blooming flow'rs with op'ni^g beauties glow. 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces fliow. 
The barren clifs with chalky fronts arife. 
And a pure azure arches o*er the ikies. 
But when the gloomy reign of night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride all nature mourns : 
The trees no more their wonted verdure boaft. 
But weep ia dewy tears their beauty loft ; 

No 
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No diftant landikips draw our carious eyes. 
Wrapt in naght'ai robe the whole creation lies. 
YetiUU, even now> while darknefi clothes theland^ 
We view the traces of th' almighty hand ; 
Millions of ftars in heaven's wide vault appesu*. 
And with new ^ories hang the boundlefs fphere .: 
The filver moon her weftern couch forfakes. 
And o'er the ikies her nightly circle makes. 
Her foUd globe beats back the fanny rays. 
And to the world her borrowed light repays. 

Whether tfcofe ftars that twinkling luflre fend. 
Are funs, and rolling worlds thofe funs attend, 
Man may conjedure, and new fchemes declare. 
Yet all his fyftems but conjeftures are ; 
But this we know, that heav'ns eternal Xing, 
Who bid this univerfe from nothing fpring. 
Can at his fTorJ bid numerous worlds appear. 
And rifing worlds th' all-pow'rful fVor^ fhall hear. 

When to the weftern main the fun defcends. 
To other lands a rifing day he lends. 
The fpreading dawn another ihepherd fpies. 
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds arife ; 
Refrefh'd, the peafant feeks his early toil. 
And bids the plough correft the fallow foil. 
While we in fleep's embraces wafle the night. 
The climes oppos'd enjoy meridian light : 
And when thofe lands the bufy fun forfakes. 
With us again the rofy morning wakes ; 
In lazy fleep the night rolls fwift away. 
And neither clime laments his abfent ray. 

When the pure foul is from the body flown. 
No ni^re fhaXl night'& alternate reign be known : 

The 
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The fttn no wote fludl loUiBg ligbt hoiav^ 
But from th* Aimkht^ ftscams ofgbry Aow. 
Ol^ may ibine ii(&er tlM>ugfat n^teleniplo^r, 
Than cmpty^ tran^nt, (MMxmBijp^i 
Theflarsiballilsopy the fut&all loft Jbfaiflaiiie, 
But thooy O iSod, Ibr «vrr Aunb^iaatf. 









A THOUGHT 
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A T H OU G HT 



■ON 

ETERNITY. 

ERE the foundadons of the world were laid. 
Ere kindling light th' Almighty word obey'd. 
Thou wert ; and when the A^bterraneous £ame 
Shall burftits prifon, and devour this frame« 
From angry heaven when the keen lightning flies. 
When fervent heat diiTolves the melting ikies. 
Thou mil (halt be ; ftill as thou wert before. 
And know no change, when time fhall be no more* 
O endlefs thought ! divide eternity 1 
Th' immortal foul (hares but a part of thee ; 
For thou wert prefent when our life began. 
When the warm duft fliot up in breathing man. 
Ah! what is life ? with ills encompafs'd round, 
Amidft our hopes, Fate ftrikes the fudden wound : 
To-day the ftatefinan of new honour dreams. 
To-morrow death deftroys his airy fchemes ; 
Is mouldy treafurein thy cheft confined ? 
Think all that treafure thou muft leave behind ; 
Thy heir with fmiles fhall view thy blazon'd herfe. 
And all thy hoards with lavifh hand difperfe. 
Should certun fate th' impending blow delay. 
Thy mirth will ficken and thy bloom decay ; 

Then 
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Then feeble age will all thy nerves difarniy 

No more thy blood its narro>v channels warm. 

Who then would wifh to ilretch this aairow fpan» , * j 

To fufFer life beyond the date of man ? 

The virtuous foul pnrfues a nobler aim. 
And life regards but a$ a fleeting dream : 
She longs to wake, and wiihes to get free. 
To launch from earth into eternity. 
For while the boundlefs theme e^ctends our thought. 
Ten thoufand thoufand rolling years are nought. 



MY OWN EPITAPH. 



h IF E is a jeft, and all things fhow it, 
thought fo once but now I know it. ^ 



^ i 



DIONE 
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PAST oft At TRAGEDY. 

S uKi numina amantif 

t ' r : VTit^ti, Eleg. V, lib. i; 



^ VaL. n. 6 
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.;'.! H () T a: 

MEN. 

Evandir under.tke name oi Lyii4ias^ 

CUantbis. ^^ -'^ 

Shepherds. 

WOMEN. 

. ; cr n (> A 7. 'I wl A ii O 'i H A \ 

Dione under the naine of jBiMit. 

Fartbtnuu 

Laura* ,.:,t.;A: '>/u^*.a \i^ui— *- 
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A Plain at the foot of ajieep craggy Momtaio. 

DibNE, Laura. 

Lauha. 

WHY doft thou fly me \ ftay^ unhappy fau-i. 
Seek n,6t thefe horiid cavern^ of dfijpair | 
To trace thy fteps the midnight air I bore. 
Trod the brown defarty and unfhelter'd moor : 
Three times the lark has fung his m^tin lay. 
And rofe on det^y wing to meet the' day. 
Since ^r^ I fbund tkee^ foetch'd in pei^ve mobd^' 
Where laurels border Laihn^s filver flood. 

, DlONB.. . ^\: \ ,..- 

O let my foiil with grateful thanks overflow I 
'Tis to ^y hand my daily life I owe. 
Like the weak lamb you rais'd me from the plain. 
Too faint to bear bleak winds mi beating rain ; 
Each day I (hare thy bowl and dean repaft. 
Each night thy roof defends the chilly blaft. 
But vain is all diy friendfliip, vain thy care : 
Forget a wretch abandoned to deipair, 

Lavra. 
Defpair will fly thee, when thou flialt impart 
The faul fetret that torments thy heart ; 

G z DUclofe 
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ifclofe thy forrows to my faithful car, 

flrud .thefe-^«fi tO'gi¥e-thee tear ibr tear. 

)ve, love's the caufe ; our forefts fpeak thy flame, j 

he rocks have learnt to figh Evanderh name. ^ 

faultering^auaie thy bafliful tpngue^reftri^inii .^ | 

thou haft look'd, and blu(h'd, and figh'd in vain ; 

ly, in what grove thy lovely fhepherd ftrays^ 

el]»me.what]9«9Ht:a^ W^u-bte with his "lays'; * 

hither Til fpeed me, and with moving art 

raw foftconfeifioQs/it);nThi8 meljdng heart. 

DiONE. 



LT* 



^f A 



Indftrow Wi&diflgaiyhlelVetiBylove! ' . ^ 

}own, heaving heftlt. 

• •■ ■'" ' ' " \ '-'LivtrRA." .". " .' 

• ^^---i-^l'hietniju^nfultale djfc^^ 

'/. ' '.Jjiani:. ,.;. . . ,..• 
f^t not nay tears intwidc 9n tl^y.jefpoft^ 
f et if thy friendlhlp ft'^ thc,<i?L^fc jrcqM^ j, . 
['11 fp^aky tho* forrow rend m^ laboring breaft. 
Know then, fair fliepherdtTs, no hpnfftrftwft , 
Taught xhe the duties pf the j^jic^&ljljbip » , . 
, . tTnus^d 
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Unus'd to fweet conteftt^ rtc flocks I keep. 

Nor brMrsiagigOttls thSLtc^efthting t\ie1h^. 

Bom vdwre Qrkh^mk6s^ proM turrets fhi ne, '^ 

I trace my birth from long yitifbiotts line. 

Why: wa» I train'd ajmiiift Jrcadfa^eonh ^ 

Love everrdvelft i» that g«7 refort. 

Whene'er E^andtr f^Jk^ my fmitten heart 

Heav'diVo^uiatfi^) aftd Mt wnafaal ibart. 

Ah ! hadft tlKMifden widl what fveot |ftee be m««^dt 

Yet why tlM wifr I for ^jwfw^dMi* had kv'd;. 

LAUIUi} 

Diftnt& me- not ;• th}( ftcret Woi^s* impart. 

Forgive the fallies of a breakitg hetct» 
Etfandirh iighs his mutual flaae confeil. 
The growii^ paflion lahour'd in his breafl ; 
To me he came f m|r heart with: vafs^iwFii ^^^f^ 
To fee the blulhe^ whenhis faiiltering tongue 
Firftfittdy liove. My ey<es oonie^t reveal » 
Arid plighted vows our faithful* paflion feal. 
Where's now the lovely youth ? he's Ioil» he's ikifiy 
And the pale oorfe lies breathlefs on the plain ! 

Laura. 
Are thus the hopes of conilant lovers paid ? 
If thus-— —ye Power«» from love defend the- BBkai4 \ 

DiOWBk 

Now have twelve mortitftg^ warm'd thejpttrpld t^Sty 
Since my dear hunter rous'd-the tuiky bead ; 
Swift flew the foaming moofter thftMightke wood; 
-Swift us the windy his eager ft^^p^u-'d : 
'Twas then the ikvage turn^di then fell the youths 
And Ui dear blood diilain'd the barb'roas tooth. 

G 5 Lavm« 
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Laura. 

Was there none near ? no ready fuccour foand ? 
Mor healing herb to ftannch thefpoatbg wound i 

DiONf. 

In vain through pathlcfs woods the huntlJrs croft. 
And fought with anxious eye their matter loft ; 
In vain their frequent hollows echo'd fhrill. 
And his lov'd name was fenf from hill to hill ; 
B^andirht^rs you not. He's loft, he's flain. 
And the palecorfb lies breathlefs on the plain. 

Laura. 
Has yet no clown (who, wand'ring from the way,' 
Beats tv*ty bufh to raife the lamb aftray) 
Obferv'd the fatal fpot f 

DiONE. 

O, ifyepafs 
Where purple murder dies the withered grafs, 
With pious firiger gently clofe his eyes. 
And let his- grave with decent verdure rife. [JFeefs: 

Laura. 
Behold the turtle who has loft her mate ; 
Awhile with drooping wing (he mourns his fate. 
Sullen, awhile (he feeks the darkeft grove. 
And cooing meditates the murder'd dove ; 
But time the rueful image wears away, 
Again (he's chear'd, again ihe feeks the day. 
Spare then thy beauty, and no longer pine. 

DiONE. 

Yet fiitefome turtle's love has equalled mine. 
Who, when the hawk has fnatcht her mate away. 
Hath never known the glad return of day. 

When 
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When my fond father fttw nay faded eye. 
And 0n my livid cheefe t^ rofes die ; 
When catching^ fight my wafted boibm mov'd. 
My looks, my ^htfton^m'd him that I lov*dv 
He knew not that £<vander was my flame, 
Evander deadf myi,plifion ftill the Jknle ! ( . 

He came, he thteatenM ii with, paternat f^w«y 
Cliontbei nam'd, and fix'd the nuptial-day : 

cruel kindnefs t too kytttk^ preft t 

1 fcorn his honours^t ^^ ^^ wealth deteft. 

How vain is ftrce ! Love. ne'trcaa be coiiq>elPd. 

' 'DtOllB. ' 

Though bouitd* by doff, yet my li^arc rcbelPdv 
One night, wheA fleep had hoih'd all bafy ^pies^ 
And the pale meon had joumey'd half the (ktesr 
Softly I rofe and drefs'd ; with filent tread, 
Unbarr'd the gates^ ^d to tkelemovntains fledv 
Here let me fooih^tho mi^landioly liuars ! :< 
Clofeme, yetWO^dV^ 'within your twilight bo#'cs^ 
Where viy ealm^bulmay i^jstdedlforhiw ioiow, . ' 
And no CUantbes interrupt my woe 

[Mtlancholy mufick ii btard at a difianci* 
With importuning love On yonder plain 
Advances flow a melancholy train ; 
Black Cypreis boughs their drooping heads adorn. 

Laura. 
Alas t MtMoIeai to his grave is bom. 
Behold the viaim ofFartbemaU pride! 
Hefaw* heflgh'd, helov'd» was fcom'd and dy*d. 

DiONB. 

Where.dwill$ this beauteous tyrant of the plains ? 
Where may i (ee her? 

G 4 Laura; 
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They befl'caft -fpeafe tUr^dof wsft* tif ker ^es* ^ 

Whoever'lees hav lintel ;>'wi)ibr]oirai ]f^^ * 

Perhaps undnkd^p fttWhcfa^ fiftMtai^mdfi^di^ . 
Andihe, Qke^iiiv iUMji^herii4iiiM^ldti . 

Howmyfoul^tU^lWfl • ^ » > ..:r\. 

Your generous bofom, piqrtlicle who love. 
Thereilbtessm'driaaicmgoai^vMrao^ / \'T 

A ftranger ihepherd^ whotwttiK lonely pace 
Vifitsthoft(«ioii]itauiiptneftat.ckiw^of^(^} ^ • 
Wherr4l^Atf^^Mv>t*eihie*earfjrw«f ^ 

To roufe the ^tofe ^ Aad with his am^'cousp^n. 
He flops and jN^esr; then Allien wolksfag^iiu 

And talking hiydjref)^t it to IhfldrieiL ^ 

Conltt^ ktvDsJrtilii'^vakt t££orjx)wg9y) 

Nor let ttm:mbm9iviiA^^^rqiQngjif wfM. |i£Wmi*if^< 
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t S C E N E H. 

Shepherds and Shepherdeffest (cro'wt^dnJjith garlandtof, 
Cypre/s and Te^J bearing tbs hdyrf MenalCas. 

I SHlPIFEfliCf. 

Here gently refft the corfe — ^ With fettk*rhig breath 
Thus fpeak Menakea on' the Yti^ o§ deftth* 
« Belov'd Pakmnp heara dyhigsfiiewi^ 

* See, where yon hills^ with ci'aggy brbwi a<<!0ndr • 

* Low in the vaUey where the ihoaiiCa&i^ gt^owsr^ 

* There firft I faw her, there began niy Woes. 

< When I am cold, may the^ thir clhy foe laid ^ ' 

* There often flrays t^ dear^ ^e cruel nuttd» 

* There as ihe walks, perhaps you'll heay her fay, 

* (While a kind gufhing tear (hali lorce its u^y) 

« How could my ilubbori;i heart relei^tlefs prove ? . / 
« Ah poor Minakas — all thy fault was love !* 

2 Shepherd. 
When pitying lions o'er a carcafe groan. 
And hungry tigers bleeding kids bemoan ; 
When the kan wolf laments the mangled flws^p^;, 
Then ihall Fartbtnia o'er Menakas weep. 

I Shepherd. 
When famiih'd panthers ieek their morning fbo(^ 
And monders roar along the defart wood ; 

t This ancT the following Scone are form'd npoo the novel of 
Marcella ia Dqh ^ix9te, 

G 5 When 
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When hiifing vipers jradle through the break* 
Or in the path-way rears the fpeckled fnake ; 
The wary fwain th* approaching peril fpies. 
And through fome.dillant road fecurely flies. 
Fiy then, ye fwains, from beauty's furer wound. 
Such was the fate oar poor Menalcas found ! 
2 Shepherd. 

What fhepherd does not mourn Menalcat ilain ? 

Kill'd by a barbarous woman's proud difdain ! 

Whoe'er attempts to bend her fcornful mind ; 

Cries to the defarts, and purfues the wind. 
I Shepherd. 

With ev'ry grace MtnaUas was endowM* 

His merits dazled all the fylvan crowd* 

If you would know his pipe's melodious founds 

AftL all the echoes of thefe hills arounH, 

For they have learnt his ftrains ; who fhall rehearfe 

The ftrength, the cadence of his tuneful verfe ? 

Go» read thofe lofty poplars ; there you'll £nd 

Some tender fonnet grow on ev'ry rind. 
sShkpherd. 

Yet what avails his flcill ? Parthenia flies. 

Can merit hope fttcce(s in woman's eyes I 

1 Shepherd. 

. Why was Farthtma^oxvcC^ of ibfteft mould ? 
Why does her h^art fuch favage nature hold? 
O ye kind gods ! or all her charms efface. 
Or tame her heart— fo fpare the fliepherd race. 

2 Shepherd. 

At fade the flowers which on the grave I cafl ; 
So may Parthenia*% tranflent beauty wafle ! 

I Shephskd.. 
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I Shepherd. 
What woman ev^r counts thd fleeting years. 
Or fees the wrinkle which her forehead wear« ? 
Thinking her featuii never fliall decay. 
This fwain fhe fcorns, from that (he turn^ away. 
But kno)^ as when the rofe her bud unfolds, 
A while each brcalV the (hort-liv'd fragrance holds ; 
When the dry fjalk lets &cq^ her ihriveil'd pride, 
The lovcljrjrnin'«.eyerthiwwia afsdd. . 

I ^ See, Ihcafppears^ 

To boaft herfpoils, and triumph in our tears. 



-'SCENE m. 

Parthcnia appears from the mountain. 
Parthenia, Shepherds* 

' 1 Shepherd. 
Why tkit way deft thou turn thy banefufeyes^ 
Pernicious H^tiSn ? Xo ! there he lie^, 
There lies the youth tty ciiried beauty flew; . 
See» at thy prefence, how he bleeds anfw (^ 
Look down, 'enjoy thy murder. 
Parthsnja. 
/ ■ ■ Sparc my fame; 

I come to clear a, virgin's injur'd name. 
If Tm a Bafilifk, the danger fly. 
Shun the fwift glances of my venom'd eye : 

If 
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If Pm a mard'rer, why approach y^t near. 
And to the dagger lay your bofom t>are ? 

I SHEPHlRp. . . I 

What heart is proof againil t^at face dkine ? > . ^ 

Love is not in our power. | 

PARtHENiA; ^ 

■ ■ ' fa love in nrih^? 
If e'er I' irifledi widi a fhepherd's pain. 
Or with falfe hope hia paikm. &3tQfft to g^h '? ' ** 

Then might you juftly curfe my hitvt^ iti^tt^ ' • 

Then might you ranl^i^e wjththeferpent kind : 
But I ne'er trifled, with a fliepherd't pain, 
Nor with falfe hope his paifionftrove to gaia^ ' 
'Tis to his ra(h purfuit he owes his fate, 
Iwasnot cruel; he wasobftinate. „ _ .. 

I Shepherd. 
Hear this, ye fighlbg flS|(pherd^ ati4 ^fpair. 
Unhappy Lycidas^ thy hour is near I 
Since the fame barb'^ous hand hath fign'd thy doom. 
We'll lay'th^e in dur Ib^M Menalctis' tbmb. ' 

FjARTHENkA. i i 

Why will intruding xnan-my ppacp deftroy ? J 

Let me content and, folitude enjoy; ^ , , , , ,,,7; 
Free wai Iborn J niy freed6JIHto'mai^^alHJ ,^ ' ,^ 
Early I fought the uriam^tious plain. ', , |. ji^.i'i 
Mod wom'en's^\^ak re/blves,^ fikereedfe,. Will ply, ^. 
Shake with each breath, and'bend with c^ry figh ; 
Mine, like an oak, whdfe firm roots' deep defcend, ~ 
Nor breath of love csLn (hake, 1?iOr*figh can bend. 
If yc unhappy Lycidar^x^dQld'fiSVe } 
Go feek him, leid hint to Mtnak(^* Z^f^ i \,\ * , 
Forbidhiseyes with flowing ^rief to Tafltj ' . ' . 
Like him Men^cas w^pt, btrt wept^tn. Vain ,- 

Bid 
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Bid him his heart-confuming groans give o'er : 
Tell him, I hcaid fuoh piercing groasis before. 
And heard unmov'd. O Lycidas^ be wife. 

Prevent thy fate.- Lo ! there Menakas lies. 

I Shepherd. 
No«r all the melancholy rites arfe paid. 
And o'er his grave the weeping marble laid ; 
Let's feck ottr charge; thefldcks difperfing wide. 
Whiten with moviitgffeecethc^ mountiain's fide. 
Trufl not,' yH frt^aioe, thd lightning of her eye. 
Left ye like hhn, flio((ia^l6Ve, defpair, and die. 
f £:*/«<«> Shepherds; fefr. Parthehia remains in a nu- 
lancholy poftuf^^ looking onth€graveofMQmXQ2i.%. 

Enter Lycicfasv 



S G E N E. IV. 

LyctJ^AS, PAJtTffENlAv 

LYCIDA&. 

When fhall my ftcps have reft ? throug^all the wood^. 
And by the wi;iding banks of L^7//<7«'s flood , 
I fought my K>ve. 6 fay, ye ffeippkig fawns, 
(Who range entangled' (hades and daify'd lawns) 
If yeliavc ft^ her ! fay, ye warbling race, 
(Who lileafare on fwitt; wing th' aerial fpace, . 
Andvi^i^ below hills, dales, ai?d diftant-lhofes) 
Where /halt t find her ^hom my foul adores 1 



. SCENE 
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SC E N E V. 

Lycidas> Parthenia, Dione, Laura. 

[Dibne «W Laura at a diftance* 
Lycidas. 
What do I feiB ? no. Fancy mocks my eyts^ 
Ami bids the dear deluding vifion xUq. 
'Tis fhc. My fpringing heart her prefencc feels, 
See« proftrate Ljcidas ^before thee kneels^ 

[Kneeling to parthenia. 
Why will Parthema turn her face away ? 

Parthenia* 
Who calls Parthtnia f k|ihi 

[Sh» fimts from her wularuhnhfi and f&h^'Lyvs^^y 
fit% into tbt ^imod. 

Ltcidas. 

Stay, virgin, fl:ay. 
O wii^ my feet,, kind Love. See, fee, fhe bounds^ 
Fleet as tire monntain roe, when preft by hounds. 
[Hefurfuis bir. Dioi^/ainti in the arms p/'Laura^ 
Laura» 
What means this trembling? all her colour flies» , 
And life is quite unflrung. Ah ! lift thy eyes. 
And anfwer me ; fpeak, fpeak, 'tis Laura calls^ 
Speech has forfook. her lips. — She faint«^ ihe falls» 
Fan her, ye Zephyrs, with yoi^r balmy breath* 
And bring her quickly from the ihades of death : 
Blow ye cool gales. See, fee, the foreft fhakes 
With coming wfnds ! ihe breathes,, ihe moves, ihe 
wakes. 

DiONB* 
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Dions. 

Laura. , 
Calm thy fobbing breafl. 
Say» what new forrow has thy heart oppreft i 

DiONE. 

Didil thoa not hear his fighs and fuppliant tone ? 
Didft thou not hear the pitying mountain groan f 
Didft thOtt not fee him bend his fuppliant kneef 
Thus in my happy days he knelt to me, 
Andpour'd forth all his foul ! fee how he flrains» 
And Icffens to the fight o*cr yonder plains. 
To keep the fair in view! run, virgin, run. 
Hear not his vows ^ I heard, and was undone t 

LAVBAr 

Let not imaginary terrors fright. 
Some dark ddufion fwims before thy iTg&t: 
I faw Parthenia frOm the mountain's brow. 
And Lycidas with proftrate doty Bow ; 
Swift, as the fakon's wing, I faw her fly» 
And heard the cavern to his groans reply. 
Why ftreamthy tears for forxows not thy own ? 

DiONB. 

ph! Where are honour, faith, andjufticcflowa? 
Perjur'd E'v under! 

Laitra. 

■ ■ Death has laid hitfi low. 

Touch not the niburnful ftring that wakes thy woe. 

Dl0NE» 

That amVous fwain, whom Lycidas you. name,^ 
(Whofe faithlefs bolbm feeh another flame) 
Is my once kind E'vander — ^yes— 'twas he, 
He,Uves-*bu(t lives, alas I no more fiur me* 

Lai^ra* 
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Lavra. ^ 

Let not thy frantick words confefs defpatr. 

DiOMB. 

What, know I not his voice, his mien, his air ? ^ 

Yes, I that treach'rous voice with joy believ'd. 
That voice, that mien, that air my foul deceived. 
If my dear ihepherd loves the lawns and glades^ 
With him Fll range the lawns and feek the ihade^^ 
With him through folitary defarts rove. 
But could he leave itie for another love ? 
O bafe ingratitude ! 

Laura. 
**— Sttfpend thy grid*. 
And let my friendly counfel bring relief 
To thy defponding foul. Parfbemd's ear 
Is barr*d for ever to the lover's prayer ; 
Evander courts difdain, he follows fcorn. 
And in the pafTing winds his vows are born» 
Soon will he find that all in vain he flrove 
To tame her bofom ; then his former love 
Shall wake his foul ; then will he iig^g blaaiir 
His heart inconfknt and his pcijar'd flame : , 

Then fhall he at Dionth feet implore^ ^ 
Lament his broken faith, and change no more, 

DiONB. 

Perhaps this cruel nymph well knows to feign 
Forbidding fpeech, coy looks , and cold difdain> 
To raife his paflion. Such are female arts» 
To hold in i^er fnares inconftant hearts t 

Laura. 
Parthmd^ breaft is fteePd with ital fcora J 

DiONB. 

And doil thou think Ewnukr wiU return ? 

Laura; ^ 
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Laura. 
Forego thy {ex, lay all thy robes afide, 
Scrip off^thefe ornaments of female pride; 
The ihepherd's vcft muft hide thy graceful air. 
With ^e be^d m^nkj flep afwain appear; 
Thecr^ith'^^'viiff^^r may'ft thou rove unknown. 
Then let thy tender eloquence be (hown ; 
Then the new (^yt of his hea^t coatroui, 
And mtfx Dtofte*8 fttfferings touch his fouL 

DlONB. 

S>veet as refre^ing dew9> or iiiaHiier fii6w^s ' 
To th'e'Iohg parclung thirft of drooping flowers ; 
Grateful ai fanniog^^aks to £datutg f#ains» 
A^d toft a; tri^Uiiig bfAm to bleeding pains, 
Such are thy wpr^a. The fex ihall be refign'd. 
No moi:f fliall braided gold tfade trefliet bind $ 
The iliephefd's garb the woman fliall di%atie { 
If he has Ig& aU l«y^ may MeteUMp^^ tyes 
Uftiteme tohi«hiea^! ^ 

, Lavka: - * 

■ Go» pro^otti mdd. 

May fmilingikwrr kby i^tkM wiihcfs aidl 
Be now Alpth cidlM. With thee FU rove, 
.And watch th]p woftd'Hel* thrac^the mazy grove ; 
Let me be hosMtt^d'Witii a'fiftei'^s naihe ; 
Fo];thB4 Ife^llffflior^thanf filter's flame; 

DroiTE. 
Peill^' my Aeph^'hks OiitHriDt Mer hafle. 
Think*fi thou, when out of fight, flie flew fo faftf 
One fudden glance niight turn Ker favage mind ; 
May fhe Kke Dkf^ne fly, nor look behind. 
Maintain her fcorn, his eag^r flame defpLfe,: . 
Nor view E'uiiHdei' ^\h Diont'% eyes ! 

ACT 
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A C T n. SCENE! 



Lycidas lying m th grave 0/ Mtralczs^ 

Lycidas. 

WHEN Aall thefe ftaAdintt tonnJta&ns ceafe tq. 
flow? : '; \ 

How long wiU life foihun this lo$dxff woe f ^ / 
Why glows the morn f roll back, thou foarce it Be&t^ , 
And feed my forrows with eternal night. 
Come, fable Death I give, give the welcome ilfoke ^ 
The raVen calls thee from yon* blafted oak. 
What pious care my ghaftfui lid IhallclbfeP'^ '^ \^\: 
What decent hand my frozen limbs ^om^e f 
O happy ihepherd, free from anxious pains. 
Who Qow art jwandring in the fig^ng plaint 
Of bletl Eijfimn ; where in myrtle groves 
EnamourM ghofts bemoan their former loves. 
Open thppr^lent grave ; for lo I I come ' 
To meet Mtnalcas in the, fragrant gldo«; 
There (hall my bofom burn with frkniihip's frwie^ i 
The fame ourpaffion, and our fate the fame ; 
There, like ^wq nightingales on peighb^ring boughs,. \ 
Alternate ilrains fhall mourn our fruilrate vows. 
But if cold Death fhould clofe Pm'theuie^i eye. 
And fliould her beauteous form come gliding by ; , 
Friendfliip would foon in jealous fear be loft, 
Andldndling hate purfue thy rival ghofL. 

SCENE 
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SCENE n. 

Lycii> AS, DioNE in ajhepherd's habit. 

Lycidas* 
Hah ! who comes here? turn hence, be dmely wife » 
Troft not thy fafety to Partlrema'^ eye*. 
As from the bearing faalcon fii^s the dore, 
So» wing'd with fear, Portbeuia flies friMn lore. 

DiOME* 

If in theft vales the fatal beauty Itray^ 
From the cold marble rife ; let's hafte away. 
Why lye you panting, like the fmitten deer ? 
Troft not the dangers which you bid me fear. 

Lycidas. 
Bid die lur'd lark, whom tangling nets furpriie. 
On ibaring pinion rove the fpacious ikies ; 
Bid the*cag*d linnet range the leafy grove ; 
Then bid my <;aptive heart get loofe from love. 
The fnares of death are o'er me. Pknce ; beware ; 
Left you ihould fee her, and like me defpair. 

DiONE. 

No. Let her come ; and feek this vale's recefs^ 
In all the beauteous negligence of drefs ; 
Though Cupid fend a fhaft in ev'ry glaxKre, 
Though all the Graces in her ftep advance, 
^y heart can ftand it all. 6e firm, my breaft ; 
Th' enfnaring oath, the broken vow deteft : 
That flame, which oth^r charms have power to move> 
O give it not the facred name of love ! 
*Tis perj'ry, fraud, and meditated lies. 
Love's feated in the ibul, and never dies. 

What 
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What then avail her charms ? my confUnt heart 
Shall gaze fecure, and mock a fecond dart. 

Lycid^s. 
But yott perhaps a happier fate have founds 
And the fame hand that gave, now heals the wound; 
Or art thou left abandoned and forlorn, 
Awretch> like me, the fport of pride and fcorQ> 

DlOK^. 

O tell m^, flicpherd, h«th thy f aithkfr mmi 
Falfe to her vow iky flattered hope betrt/d t 
Did her fmooth fpeech engage- thee to believe ? 
Did fhe proteft and fwe«-, and thto deceive f 
Such are the pangs J feel ! 

Lycidas. 
■ ' 'The haughty fair 

Contemns my fuff 'rings, and difdains to hear. 
Let meaner Beauties learn'd in female fnarcA 
Entice the fwain with half-confenting airs ; 
Such vulgar arts ne'er aid her conquering eyes^ 
And yet» where-e'er fhe tnms» a lover fighs. 
Vain is the fleady conflancy you boad j 
All other love at fight of her is loft. 

DlON£. 

True conftancy no time» no power can mo^re. 

He that hath known to change, ne'er knew to love. 

Though the dear author of my hapkfs flame 

Purfue another ; flill my heart's the faoie. 

Am I for ever left ? (excafe thefe tears) 

May your kind friendfbip ioiteik all my cares I 

Lvcii^iis* 

What comfort can 4 wretd^. lifee nt » beAow ? 

Dio-xe; 

He beil can pity wha hatlsfeU tJle woe; . 

Lycidas. 
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Since diff'renti^bjeCU have oar ibols pofi^ft, 
No riv^imt iMurfrieQdfhip ihall moleft. 

DiONB. 

Come, levins kave the^Amde of ihele brown' UIIs; 
And dJdfrt'Om ikxks beMe the ftreaming rills. 
Should the fair tyrsMt^tot^efe^ths return. 
How would thy breaft with double fury burn ! 
Go hence, and feek thy^^peace. 



SCENE m. 

Lycibas, Dione, Laura. 
Laura, 



tFJy, fly this place J. 



Beware of love i the prou4^ of her lace 
This way, approaches : from among the pines. 
Where from the ftecp the windii^g^path dediaesj, 
I {aw the nymph defcend. 

Lycidas. 
•——She comes, ihe comes ; 
From her the paffing Zephyrs ileal perfumes. 
At from the vi*let*s bank with odours fweet 
Breathes ev'ry gale ; fpring blooms beneath her feec» 
Yes, 'tis my faireft ; here (he's wont to rove. 

Lavra. 
Sayp 1^ what figns I might have known thy lK>Te f 

Ltgioas* 
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Lycidas. 
My Love is fairer than ihefnowy bi^aft 
Of the tall fwan, ^hofc proudly fweiiing ckeft 
Divides the wave ; her treffes Joofe behind. 
Play on her neck, sa^d wanton in the wind ^' 
The rifinjgr blulhes, which her cheek o'erfpretd. 
Are op'ning rofes in the lily's bed. 
Know'ft thou/^tfr//&<i»ifl^ , » 

Laura. 
— — Wretched is the flavc 
Who ferves fuch pride I behold Menalcas' gray el 
Tet if Jlexis and this fighing Twain 
Wifh to behold the Tyrant of the plain^ 
Let tts behind thefe myrtles twilling arsis 
Retire ynfeen ; from thence farvey her charms. 
Wild as the channting thmih upon the fpray, 
At man's approach flie fwiftly flies away, 
like the yoang hare, Pve feen the panting maid 
Stop, liften, run; of ev'ry wind afraid. 

Lycidas. 
And wil^ thou never from thy vows depart ? 
Shepherd, beware — now fortify thy heart. 

[TiDionc. 
{LyCidft8> DionCf and'LMXZr$tirehehstultbeboughi, 
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SCENE IV. 
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P^RTipNiA,. LyC1DAS» QioW, LaVAA. 

Parthbiua. 
Tkia melancboly fcenc demands a groan. 
Hah ! wjiat infcripdon mark* tlie wecjping Aonc ? 
Oprwyofbiomjl iiriMtnakzaMis. 

Why did hcav'n form tat with fuch pdifliM care ? 
Why caft nqr featurea in a mold fofair ? 
If blooming beauty war a bleffing meant; 
Why are my fighing hours dcnyM content ? 
The downy peach, that glows with funny dyes. 
Feeds the black fnail, and lures voracious flies j 
Thejtticy pearinvites the feathered kind, 
And pecking finches fcoop the ipolden rind ; 
Bat beauty fnfos more pemici6us wrongs, 
Blafted by envy, and cenforious tongues. 
How happy lives the nymph, whofe comely ftce 
And pleafing glanc^es boaft fuficient grace 
To wound the fwairi (heloves ! no jealous fears 
Shall vet hei* f^uptial i!at:e with tiightly tears, 
Ni^'aift*iiou8 youths, topuih their foul pretence^ ' 
lafeft Im days with dull impertinence. 
But wlqrtalkl^ love ^ my guarded heart 
Difowns Us power, and turns afide the dart. 
Hark ! from his hollow tomb Menakas cries, 
Gaxi not,' pfnpUrist on Parthenia*/ e^es. 
CS0flie,' Lycfdatf the mournful lay peru(e» 
Left thou, like him, Partbmia^z eyes accufe. 
ISitJiambin a mikncbolj pofturi, hoking on the tomit 

Lycidas. 
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LrciDAs. 
Caird (he not Lyctdas f «— *— I com]?, ilny fair ; 
See generous pity melts into a tear. 
And her heart foftens. Now's the tender hoar, q 
Affiilinc, Love, egiert Ay fev'rcigrfj^ower" *^' 
To tame the fcomful maid. 

iblONE. • , .• r- 

■ ■ ' Rafh fwain, be wife: , ^ j ^ 

*Ti8 not Yvomtheebr Jiim; 'from ^ovc iji^'ifies. ! ^ * 

Leave her, forget her. ]T))eyhoti\^^;^^ 

— -yn-T-Wh)r,pj^^Jf^ ;- 

Unhand me; loofcm?. 

■SiftWholdhipiTfe^ . j. „,/! 
To follow her, i» jto prolong "defpairc' - - ,.,V 

Shepherd, you mHlt not go. ^ ^^^^ 

I^YCIDAS. /, ' ,.^ ' ^; ^^,.^ 

■ R dld youth, ' torbey, \ .^ 

Pai^t-hsnia* ' , , . . 
I , 1 ^ Brom. behind thejDi^, . .^ 
Methought^Toice fo;^liftfnJn^fpy^j?ftMj|f*^^ ;^^^ 
Yes, UmobfervU < :^^^?|ft•W^W' 

. -..UrciPAV, .• . '.':!. Tix: :!•. •»•' 

She hears me fQotrrnwJIien wiil my. fof)X)Wf e^i I . 
At over-fpent with tcnlf ;ny.heaviqgrbroaft 
Beats quick. Tisdeaiih alouccaii,g|7f^^ reft. . 
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S C E N E V. 

Lycwas, Dione, Lactia* 

Laura. 
Recall tfiyftitter-d fenfe, bid reafon wake* 
Subdue th^r piflion. 

Lycioas. 
' " ■■■ ■ Shall f never fpcak f 
She's gone^ (he's gono^-JKiftd Aepherd, let me reft 
My troubled head upon thy friendly breaft. 
The foreft feems to move*i-»-*-0 curfed ftate ! 
I doom'd to love^ ^d fhe cdndema'd to hate ! 
Tell me, Jiexis^ art thou ftill the fame ? 
Did not her brighter eyes put out the flame 
Of thy firft love i did not thy flutt'ring heirt. 
Whene'er fh^' rai^d her look^ confefs the dart ? 

. ■ ''' .'DioKE. ^ ■•' ] 
lownthenymphisfaireft'Of her cace^ . : 
Yet I ttnmov'd catf on this ^eauity gazej ;: . 
Mindful of former promife ; all that's dear. 
My thoughts, my dreamt, my ev'ry wifh is there. 
Since thenonrtliopesare lot ; let frifindfliip's tye 
Calm ourdiftreis/ and flighted love fupply ; 
Let us together driise^our fleecy Qore, 
And of tti^gfiateful wdtoa4 dii^k no more. 

■i ' . '* Ltciqa^; ' ' jf 
*TU death alone canraife her from my bread. 

' Laura. 
Why fliines thy love (b .far above the refl i . 
Nature, 'tiffti^e, in ev'ry outward grace. 
Her niceft hand employed ; her lovely face 
VoL-n. H With 
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With beauteous feature ftampt ; with xofy dyes 
Warm'd her fair dieek; wjt&li^tiibgtrm'd her eyes : 
But if thpu fearch the fecrets of her mind^ 
Where ikall |h|r ^h^^^ted fi>ttl ^ vixtu^ fixxd^ 
"fiure hell with cruelty her breail fupply'd. 
How did ihe glory wheii Minakas dy^d ! 
Pride in her botoo^ ftigus 4 fl^'« fs^fe, ib^'c mn ^ 
She firft entices, then infults the fwain 1 
Shall female cunning lead thy l^eart aftray ?' 
Shepherd, be free; and &orn for. fcorn repay. 

, • • LtClQiU* ' \ ■. ^ ,,.:^, /._.; i 

How wonuta tiflc« of womalil - 

'i > Diofrr; " .•':.«;; : •' 

■ 'nH i'» i rj fence depart ; 
Let a long abfeiice cure thy loreJiick heart. , 
To fomefsr grove fetire, her i^fat difcMm^ 
Nor with heir charms awake :die dying )flainl(4: . > 

Let not «i hour thytiidpp^i^fligjitfiiipemd^ J i / 
Butgonot, LyeUaSf without vthy^end. 
Together let us ^cck the diettrAil)>lluj(i«, , 
And lead the dance amoiig the ffovttv^ fwaios«. 
Devoid of care. >.... 

LikVaa. 
.■ ' ■ ' ' " Or elfe «hi groves difd«n» ; • ..> 

Nor with the iyiViinwidk Iv&dge t^ pkih.. . > > 

Hafte to the town ; 'thti^e {I have'oft'been tol^ ; ^ 
The courtly ntn^'hertkeiiM^bMd&Wit]^^ ; . / 
To captivate the youth* f the youths appear 
In fine array iifi*wigl«t« "Waves their Iwil: .,. ., 
Rich with ambrofial fcents* the fair to move. 
And all the bofind^ of the 44>Jb love. 
There from the gaiidy jtrain ^lad a daAf ^, 
HerwiiUng;glanoelhaUtat<{haA,eq^al£ame* [ 
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Lycioas. 
NauM oot tke Co«ft.«— — The thought my foul con* 

founds* 
And with DioMe*$ wrongs my boTom wounds. 
Heav'n jufUy vindicates the £uthfol maid ; 
And now ^e all my broken vows repaid. 
Perhaps (he now laments my fancy'd' death 
With tears unfeign'd ; and thinks my gafping breath 
Sigh'd forth her name. O guilt, no more upbraid ! 
Yes, I fond innocence and truth betray 'd. [/ffide* . 

[Dione iiW Laura apart, 

DlON£. 

Hark ! how reflection wakes his confcious heart. 
From my pale lids the tickling forrows flart ; 
How ihall my breift the fwelling fighs confine ! 

Laura. 
O fmooth thy brow, conceal our juil defign : 
Be yet awhile unknown. If grief arife, 
And force a paflage through thy gufhing eyes, 
Quickly retire, thy forrows to compofe ; 
Or with a look ferene difguife thy woes. 

£Dione // going out, Laura fwalks at a difiancf. 
Lycidas. 
Canft thou, Alexis, leave me thus diftrefl ? 
Where's now the boafted friendfhip of thy bread ? 
Haft thou not oft furvey'd the dappled deer 
In fecial herds o'erfpread the paftures fair. 
When op'ning hounds the warmer fcent purfue. 
And force the deftin'd vidim from the crew. 
Oft he returns, and fain would join the band. 
While all their horns the panting wi«€ch withftand ? 
Such is thy friendfliip i thus might I confide. 

DiONE. 

Whj- wilt thou ccnfurc what thou ne'ef haft tryM ? 

H z Sooner 
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Sooner fhall fwallows leave their callow brood. 
Who with their plaintive chirpings cry for food ; 
Sooner fhall hens expofe their in£ant care. 
When the fpread kite fails wheeling in the air. 
Than I forfake thee when by danger preft ; 
Wrong not by je^ous fears a faithfal breaft. 

Lycidas. 
If thy fair fpoken tongue thy bofom ihows. 
There let the fecrets of my foul rcpofe. 

^ DiONE. 

Far be fufpicion ; in my truth confide. 
O let my heart thy load of cares divide I 

Lycidas. 
Know then, Alexis^ that in vain I ftrove 
To break her chain, and irte my foul from love ; 
On the lim'd twig thus finches beat their wings. 
Still more entangled in the clammy firings. 
The flow-pac'd days have ^itnefs'd my defpair. 
Upon my weary couch fits wakeful care ; 
Down my flufh'd cheek the flowing forrows run. 
As dews defctnd to weep the abfent fun. 
O loft Ptirtbenia ! ^ 

DiONE. 

— — Thefe wild thoughts fufpend ; 
And in thy kind commands inftru^ thy friend. 

Lycidas. 
Whene'er my, fault'ring tongue would urgemycaufe^ 
Deaf is her car, and fullcn fhe withdraws. 
Go then, Alexis ; feek the fcornful maid, 
\n. tender eloquence my fuff'ri^gs plead ; 
t>{ flighted paflion you the pangs Lave known ; 
O ju4ig« my fecret anguifh by your own ! 

DiONE. 
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DiONE. 

Had I the /kill inconftant hearts to move^ 
My longing foul had never lofl my Love. 
My feeble tongoe> in thefe foft arts antry'd, 
C^ ill fupport the thunder of her pride ; 
When flie ihall bid me to thy bower repair, 
How Ihall my trembling lips her threats declare ! 
How ihall I tell thee that ihe cooldbehold. 
With brow ferene, thy corfe all pale and cold 
Beat on the dafhing billow ? ihouldft thoa go 
Where the tall hill overhangs the rocks below. 
Near thee the tyrant coald unpityiiig iland. 
Nor call thee back, nor ftr^tch a faving hand. 
Wilt thou then (till perfift to tempt thy fate. 
To feed her pride and gratify her hate ? 

Ltcidas. 
Know, nnexperienc'd yonth, that woman's mind 
Oft fhifts her paffions, like th' inconftant wind ; 
Sadden ihe rages, like the troubled main. 
Now finks the ftorm, and all is calm again. 
Watch the kind moment, then my wrongs impart. 
And the foft tale ihall glide into her heart. 

DiONE. ^ 

No. Let her wander in the lonely grove. 
And never hear the tender voice of love. 
Let her awhile, negleded by the fwain, 
Pafs by, nor fighs moleil the chearful plain ; 
Thus fiiall the fury of her pride be laid ; 
Thus humble into love the haughty maid. 

LrciDAS. 
Vain are attempts my paflion to controul. 
Is this the balm to cure my fainting foul ? 

H 3 DiONB. 



,y Google 



150 DIONS. 

DiONI. 

Deep then zwmg the grcea-wood fltades V\\ it>ve» 
And feek with weary 'd pace thy wandered Love ; 
Prodrate TU fall, and witk inceiTant prayers 
Hang on her kneee^ atid bathe her feet with tears ; 
If fighs of pity can her ear incliAe, 
(O Ljddojt my Uft it wrapt in thine !) [4^^ 

ril charge ker from thy vmce to hear the tale» 
Thy voice more fweet than notes along the vale 
Breath'dfiromthewarUingppe: the movi^ ftraia 
Shall ^y her fli^t* and conquer her difdain. 
Yet if (he hear; fiioald love the mefiage fpeed^ 
Then dies aU hope ;— then miilk Dhm hleed. i^^dt^ 

Ltcidas* 
Hafte then, dear faithfol fwain. Beneath diofe yews 
Whofe fable arms the browneft (hade difFufe, 
Where all around, to ihan the fervent iky. 
The panting flocksin ferny thjckets.lie ; 
There with impatience fhall I wait my friend. 
O'er the wide profpe^t frequent glances fend 
To fpy thy wi^'d return. As thou ihalt find 
A tender welcome, may thy Love be kind ! 

[Exit Lycidas. 
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S C E N P VI. 

Methinks I'm now furrounded by defpair, • 

And all my wit)x'ii;ig hopes ai-e lod in air. 
Thus the yOang linnet oil iht rocking boagh 
Hears through long woods telumnal tempers bIow> 
Withhdlow blafls tlfe <!k<hing bi^WclMsVeiid; 
And yellow ihow'rs ^i^i^ngle^vee d«sfbind > ' 
She feea the friendly (MLttr 6^ her fiy. 
Nor dare her little pinions oriift the iky f 
But on the naked Tpray in iKrIntry aij^ 
All fliiWringy hopelefs, mourns the dying ytarr 
What have 1 promised ? raih, unthinking maid ! 
By thy own tongue thy wiihes are betray'd I 

[Lavra advancis. 

Laura. 
Why walk'ft thoa thus difturb'd with frantic air ? 
Why roll thy eyes^with madnefs and defpair ? 

Dion 9. [Mufifig. 

How wilt thou bear to fee her pride give way f 
When thus the yielding nynjipli (hall bid thee fay, 
« Let not the fhepherd fbek the filent. grave, 
« Say, that I bid him live if hope can fave/ 

Laura^ 
Hath he difcern'd thee through the fwain's difguife. 
And now alike thy love and friendfhip flies ? 

DiONE. 

Yes. Firm and faithful to the promife made, 
'jl'l};r^ge each funny hill, each lawn and glade. 

H 4 Laura. 
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Laura. 
Tis Laura fpeaks. O calm your troubled mind. 

DiONB.' 

Wbere ihsdl my fearch this envy'd Beauty find ? 
ni gOy my faithlefs ihepkerd's caufe to plead* 
And with my tears accufe the rival maid. 
Yet, fhould her foften'd heart to love incline ! . 
Lavea. \ 

If thofe are all thy fears, Evand$f*s thine* 

^lOKB. 

Why fhooM we both, in fprrov^ wafte (mr dajns. f 

If love anftjgn'd my> confidant l]Mbm fways, . - 

Ks happinefs alone ia alll piize. 

And that is c^terM in ParAmtf^ eyts. 

Hafte then, with iearneft aoeal her love implore. 

To blefs his honrs-^when tho|i Ihalt breathe no more. 
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ACTHI. SCENE I 

Dionc fyifjgffn the ground iy the fide of a Fountain, 



DiONE. 

HE R E let me reft : and in the liquid glafs V 
View with impartial look my fading face* h 
Why arc ?arthenia\ flriking beauties priz'd ? 
And why Dioneh weaker glance dcfpis'd ? • 
Nature in various molds has beauty caft, ; 

And form'd the feature for each different tafle i^ » * 
This iighs for golden locks and azure eyes ; ... 
That, for the glofs of fable trelTe^, dies. . ^ ] 
Let all mankind thefe locks, thefe eyes detefl. 
So I were lovely in Evander^t brcaft ! . 

When o'cf the garden's knot we caft our view> ; ,i ^ 
While. fummer paints thegronjid with varioui inie 1/ 
Some prdfe the gaudy tulip's flrcaky red, . .; / \ 
And fome the filver lily's, binding head ; 
Siome the jonquil in ihining yellow dreH, 1 

And fome the fring'd carnation's varied veil ; , ^^ 
Some love the fober vi'let's purple dyes, 
1 hus beauty fares in different lovers eyes. 
But bright Partbemalike the rbfe appears. 
She in all tye% fuperior luftre bears* 
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SCENE n. 

DioNE, Laura- 
Laura. 
Why thus beneath the filver willow Iaid» 
Weeps fair DUne in the penfive ihade ? 
Haft thou yet found the over-arching bower^ 
Which goarda Parthenia from the faltry hour ? 

DiOMC. 

With weary ftep in paths nnknown I ftrly'd. 
And ibught in rdn the iblitary maid. 

Laura. 
Seeft thon the waving K^s of yonder woods, 
Whofe aged arttis itnhrown the cooling.AoodB ? 
The codling fldods e'^ breakhig pdbbles flow, 
And wafh the ibil kom the big roots below ; 
From the tallfock thedafhing waters ^xmtid. 
Hark, o'^ the fidds the rafting Inllows fo«nd ! 
There, loft in thbnght, and leaning on her ctook ; 
Stood the Aid »yinph> nor raisM her penfife kx>k; 
Wli9i^elde^ eye the bnbbiing wavies fttrnvy'd. 
And watch-d tbe whiHing eddies at di«y play'd. 

Dlt>NE« 

Thitherto knowtny certain doom I fpeed, 

#or by this fentence life ^or death's decreed. [Exit, 
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-.' I •'■* f ':•/'(' » ' ' -' *^ ' i • ■ '. 

'■':•*■ ■''.•^'' _■ "■ liAtJR'Ar '''^- ■''"^■;' ' '-: 
Bat fe« ! ' fem.e hafty ftrartger ben4s tWs w^r ;' . 
Mis broider'd reft refiefti the futin;^ ray ; 
Now thr6dghthfe thiimfer fckia^lii! t^iiidlus^i;(iafe'n, 
Now veilM, ill thidcW Ai'Scfe^ fife mAVfe^ uhTeeii; 
Hither he turns ; I hear d;Wii{t'rin| found ; 
«adtM*'tMs rcv'teiid dak ^itfk i4y'%ancf ^"f^ , : 
Quick 1*11 redte;^ With truiV *biig^t pofTefi-,* . 

His tongue betrays the fecrets of his bfeaft; 

■' • '[She bUes hrfe!/. 

' . CLEA.NTHES. . 

The 'fkilfuT h'unt6r wit^ experifehcM car^ * 
Traces the doubles oFth^ arcH|ik. hare ^j , 
The fubtle f6x* (WKb birfeathes tJe^eary' kcuhd ' , ^ 
O'er hills ahdpl'aiS^) in tlillarit br$kieS i^ found,; 
Witheaie we track ftvift hinds vtid'fkijipfftg rocs. 
But who th* inconf!aat Ways of Wofl^at Knows ? ^ , 
Th^ fey; flie wahd^rs widi d^ fytvah iratiri^ 
And courts the imfl^e^ficiidotfts of tk^ ^XiXn i ' ' * 
Shepherds exjplain their wiffi^ithoat offence, 
I^biufc^thel^frropM^i-i^iiEdvei^ innocefice. ' 
O lead ine whete the ViWal'ybfathriefreat, ' 
Where the flbpc hills the waiWlng Voice ripeat. ' 
Perhapfr an dai^Jt'd turf reclines the niaid; '• 

And near her fide fyOLt^fiy^ clbWn is laid. 
Yet, yittl tovie fcer.-r-i-O I6ft iiymjA' ^i^ttftfe/' ^^ . ^ . 
Letnotthy.fip^widi^tefl^iRcellknttbMii;'' ' ' ' 
Return, loft nymph V bi^l^ ^row ceafe [q fltovi ' 
And let'^M^ glad theho%fe ^woe. 

LAVRil. 
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Laura. 
Caird he not iQ^Dion^/ lienc« I'll (Urt, 
Crofs his flow ftei^s, aWd fift his op'ni^g heart. [Afide. 

. . Cleanth^ s« 
Tell me, fair nymph, diredl my wandring way ; 
Where,, in clofe bowers, to fhun thefultry ray, 
Repofe the fwains ; whofe flocks with bleating fill 
The bord'ring forcft and the thyniy hill. 
But if thou frequent join thofe fylvan bands. 
Thy felf can anfiy^er .what my foul dcn^ands.., \ .^ 
, ,, •' . ^ Lavra^ . ...... 

Seven years I troflth^fe fields, th^fe bowers, andigj^d^. 
And by the lefs'ning and the lengthening fliades. ^ 
Have mark'd the hours ; what time my flock to lead 
To funny mountains, or the watry mead : 
Train'd in the labours of the fylvan crew. 
Their fports, retreats, their cares and loves ]| knew* 

, ; ClEANTHES. , . ;: A 

Inftrud me then, iflate among your race, ., ;-; 
A flranger nymph is found, of .noble grace, t 

In rural arts unikiU'd, no charge fhe tends ; 
Nor when the mor^ and ev'ning devf defcends 
Milks the bij;-^(4dcr'4 ewe,. ^, I^^ paien and dwfs . •] • 
Thepolifh'dma^'nejjs pf t^p^fjourt^^ ^^\ 

Each day arr^ivj^ ^.Hffg^blrii^ nyn»i>hs:?n4. ^^ntf 
Toftiare the paftiipeofjpurjoyial.plainsi r- 
How can I there thy roving bef uty trace^^ ; 
Where not o»e i^yp^ph is bjed of yuljf^ rage ? 

If yet %breftth(9, what torjurc& m»ft ihft findi , . . 
The curfe of di<bb^4ie^Qa tearfrbei: oiiad. . i j \ 
If e*er y^nr J)i^^ll with filial duty bi\rn'd,. { , -x. i 
If e'er you forrow'd when a parent^noufn'd'i , . , 

Tell 
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Tell her, I charge you, with inceflant groans 
Her drooping fire his abfent child bemoans. 

Laura. 
Unhappy man T 

Gleantmbs'. 
■ ■ With ftomis of paffion toft. 
When £rft he l^unt his vagrant child was loft. 
On the c^ld floor his trembling limt>s he flung. 
And with thick blowa his hollow bofom rung ; 
Then np iieiUrtfid» atid with £xt farprife. 
Upon her pidore threilr his tirantick eyes. 
While thtta he cry'd. * In her my life was bound, 

* Warm in each feature is W mother found I 

* Perhaps defpair has been her fatal guide, 

< And nowflie floats upon the weeping tide ; 

* Or on the willow hongs with head reclin'd, 

* All pale and cpid file wavers in the wind* 

* Did I not force her henjce l>y harib commands f 

* Did not her foul abhor the nuptial bands ? 

Laura. - 
Teach not, ye fires, your daughters to rebel. 
By counfel rein their wills, but ne'er compel. 

Cleanthes. 
Ye duteous daughters, truft thefe tender guides ; 
Nor think a pare^t^s breaft the tyrint hides. 

Laura. 
From either lid the fcalding forrbvss roll; 
The moving tale runs thrilling to my foul. 

Cleanthes. 
Perhaps flie wanders in the lonely woods. 
Or on the fedgy bordirs of the floods 5 
Thou know'ft each cottage, foreft, hilt and vale. 
And pebbled brook tha( winds along the dale. 

Search 
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Search each fequeA^'4 <iell ta find the falf ; 
And juft reward (ball gratify thy care, 

.l/AVRA. 

O yc kind boughs protcft the virgin'^ fti^t^ '. ' j 
And guard Dione from bi« PJyi»g figi^t t {/l/fde. 

CtiAHTHM* 
Mean while TH feek the Aephcrd's ^sool ab^dco^ 
Point me, fair nywf^h, aloftg ihtfle doi||>^l JMdt.' > 
Laura. < ■ '■ > ^'.'w^ ' -- 

Seed thou yon' mountain rear ki^ ^uig|fy brow f 
In the green valley grasc the i«cks'bek>w s 
There ev^ry gale with warbling mnfidk floats^ 
Shade anfw«rs fhade, aiMl breatiies atleniate note^: ' 

[£«// Cleandies. 
He's gone> and t6 the diftant valt u festt. 
Nor ihaU his force Dhne*^ k^c piwent. 
But fee, {he comes again wick haHypaee, . . 
And cQttfcioqs pleafere Slimples oa her face. > ' 



SCENE IV. 
LauiiA, Dion£. 

1 fdund her laid befide the cryftal brook. 
Nor rais'd ihe from the ftream her fettled look. 
Till near her fide 1 ftood ; her head ihe rc^«, 
Staru fudden, ai^d her ihrieks confefs her fears» 

JLavra. 
Did not thy words her thoughtful foulftjrfrife. 
And kindle iparkling anger in hor eyes ? 

DiONB. 
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DiOME. 

Thus fee rqdy'd, with rage and fcom pofleft. 
' Will importumng love ne'er ^ve me reft i 

* Why am I thui in defarts w^ld puHU*d, 

< .Like guilty coafciences when ftain'd with blood ? 

* Sure boding ravcns» from the blailed oak, 
' Shall learn the naaie of Ljddas to croak, 

* To Ibnndit in my ears ! As fwains pafs hy^ 

* With Ipok aflrfi"^^]! they ihake their heads and cry^ 

* Lol this is fheipir whom the Shepherd.dy'd I 

< Soon ^^cM^t a viaim to her prkk, 

< Shall feek the grave ; and in the i^m^ring glade,. 

< With look aU pnle, fiiaU. glide (he reftlefi Ocide . 

* Of the poor fwain ; while we with haggard eye 
« And briiUed hair the fleeting phantom fly.' 
Still let their caries innocence upbnid ; 
Ueaf'n never will fbriakethe virtoons maid. 

LAVftA. 

Didft thou perfift 10 tovohher haaghty hrea< ? 

DiONE« 

She ftill die more difdain'd^ the mtiel pneft. 

Laithji. 
When you were gone, ibefe walks a fliaager cioft^ 
He tom'd through ev'ry path* atidnvander'd kift ; 
To me he cane % with eonneons fpecch demanda 
Beneath wfbat bowers jepde'd the iheptoii hands ; 
Then fuither aika me» if among that race 
A fliepherdefe was found ^f oonrtly grace ; 
With profler'd biibe$ my iaidifiBl tongae e£ifs ; 
But for no btibe the fidthfnl tongue betrays* 
In me Dim/t fafe. Far heace he fpeads. 
Where othor UUs refiMmd with other reeds. 

Dioift. 
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DlONE« 

Should he come back; Sufpi^ion's jealous eyes 
Might trace my features through the fwain's difguife. 
Now ev^ry noife and whittling wind I dread. 
And in each found approaches human tread. 

Laura. 
He faid, he left your hpufe involved in cares. 
Sighs fweH'd each breaii, each eye o'erflow'd with tears ; 
For his loft child thy petffive fkther mourns^ 
And funk in forrow t^ the duft returns. 
Go back, obedient daughter ; hence depart, 
Aiwl ftill the figh$ tkat tear his anxious heart. 
Soon (hall E'vandfrt wearied with difdain. 
Forego thefe fields, and feek the town again. 

DiONB. 

Think, Laura, what thy hafty thoughts perfuade. 
If I return, to Love a vidlim made, • 
My wrathful Sire will force his harfli command. 
And with GeaniJlfes join my trembling hsuid. 

Lavra. 
Truft a fond father; raifehim from defpair. 

DiONE. 

I fly not him ; I fly a life of care. 
On the high nuptials of the Court lt>ok round ; 
Where fliall, alas^ one happy pair be found ! 
There marriage is for fervile int'reft fought : 
Is love for wealth or power or title bought ? 
*Tis hence domeftick jars their peace deftroy, 
And^ loofe adultery fteals the ihameful joy. 
But fearch we wide o'er all the blifsful plains. 
Where love alone, devoid of int*reft, reigns. 
What concord in each happy pair appears ! 
How fondnefs ftrengthens with the rolling years ! 

Superior 
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Superior power ne'er thwarts their foft delights, 
Norjcalotts accufations wake their nights. 

LAVltA. 

May all thofe bleffings on Dione fall. 

DiONB. 

Grant me Evandery and I fliare them all. 

Shall a fond parent give perpetual ftrife, 

And doom his child to be a wretch for life ? 

Though he bequeathed me all thefe woods and plains* 

\And all the flocks the rniTet down contains ; 

With all the golden harvefts of the year. 

Far as^here yonder purple mountains rear ; 

Can thefe the broib of nuptial life pr^cnt ? 

Can thefe, without E'vawkr^ give content t 

But fee, he comes. 

Laura* 
ril to the trict repair. 
Where wanders by the ftream my fleecy care* 
Mayft thou the rage of this new flame controuU 
And wake Dimg in his tender foul I [ExU Laura^ 



S C E N jE V. 

Dione, LyciCas. 

LrciDAs. 
Say, my Alexis^ can thy words impart 
Kind rays of hope to cheer a doubtful heart ? 
How didft thou firft my pangs of love difcloft I 
Did her. difitainful. brow con^rm my woes ? 

Or 
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Or did fofc pi^ in ker bofom r^9. 

Heave on her breaft, and langoifli in her eye» i 

DiONE. 

How fhall my toxigue the faolt'iing tale expiaia ! 
My heart drops blood to give the ihepherd pain. 

Ltcidai. 
Pronounce her utmQft icof n ; I come prepar'4 
To meet my d^om. Say, i$ ray death 4^clar'4^ 

Dioiii. 
Why fhould thy fate depend on womam*s wiill 
Forget this tyrant, and be happy ftiU* 

LVCIDAt. 

Didft thou befeech her not to fpeed her ffightt • ^ 
Mor ihun wkh wvathfnl glance my hated fight^ ' 
Will ihe conient my fighing plaint to htMtp . 
Nor let my piercing cries be lofl in air ? 

DlOVB. . ~ ' 

Can maihiers appeaie the toffing ftorm, 
Whsn fea«n§ waves* the yawjiiftg deep defibtfia ^ 
When e^ti^ the fabk cloud the thunder iliev 
Say» who ihall calm the terror of the &ies ? 
Who fhall thjs lion's famifh'd roar afinage ? 
And can we flill proud woman's ftronger rage ? 
Soon as my faitjiful tongue pronounc'd thy name. 
Sudden her glances (h^t refentful flame : 
Be dumb, ihe cries, this whining love give o'er. 
And vex me with th?,teaJ^g then^^ no more. 

Lycidas. 
H'is pride alone that keeps alive her fcorn. 
Can the mean fwain in humble cottage bom. 
Can Poverty that haughty heart obtedn. 
Where avarice and irong amibition reign ? 
If Poverty pafs by In «atter'4 coat. 
Curs vex his heeh 4ad ftret^h th^r tarking threat } 

If 
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If chance he mingle in the fesnale croud. 
Pride to^es high her head. Scorn laughs aloud ; 
Each nymph turns from him to her gay gallant. 
And wonders at the impudence of Want., 
'Tis vanity that rules all woman-kind. 
Love is the weakeft paffion of their mind. 

DiONE. 

Though one is by thofefervile views poiTeft, 

Lycideuy condemn not all the reft. 

Ltcidas. 
Though I were bent beneath a load of years. 
And feventy winterjs thin'd my hoary hairs ; 
Yet if my olive branches dropt with oil,. 
And crooked ihares were brighten'd in my foil. 
If lowing herds my fattening mtads poiTeft, 
And my white fleece the uwny mountain dreft ; 
Then would fhe lure me with love-darting glance. 
Then with fond mercenary fmiles advance. 
. Though* hell with tv^ry vice my foul had ftain'd,. 
And froward axiger in my bo&m reign'd, ' 

1 hough avarice my coffers cloath'd in ruft. 
And my joints trembled with enfeebled luft ; 
Yet were my ancient name with titles great. 
How would ihe languilh for the gaudy bait Y 
If to her love all* tempting wealth pretend. 
What virtuous woman can her heart defend ! 

DiOKE. 

Conquefts, thus meanly bought, men foon deTpifes 
And juftly flight the mercenary prize. 

Lycidas. 
I know thefe frailties in her bread refide, 
Diredi her glance, and ey'ry adlion guide«. 
Still let jthxis' faithful friendfliip aid. 
Once more attempt to bend the flubborn maid. 

Tell 
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Tell her, no bafe-born fwain provokes her fcorn^ 
No clown, beneath the fedgy cottage born ; 
Tell her, for her this fylvan drcfs I took. 
For her my name and pomp of Courts forfook ; 
My lofty roofs with golden fculpture fliine. 
And my high birth defcends from ancient Iine» 

DiONB* 

Love is a facred voluntary fire. 
Gold never bought that pure, that chade dtfire. 
Who thinks true love for lucre to pofTefs, 
Shall grafp falfe flatt'ry and the feign'd carefs ; 
Can we believe that mean, that fervile wife. 
Who vilely fells her dear-bought love for life. 
Would not her virtue jR>r aniiour refign. 
If in her fight the proflTer'd treafure ihine. 

Lycidasv 
Can reafon (when by winds fwift fires are born 
O'er waving harvefts of autumnal corn) 
The driving fury of the flame reprove ? 
Who then ihall reafon with a heart in love ! 

DiONB. 

Yet let me (peak ; O may my words perfuade 
The noble youth to quit this fylvan maid 1 
Refign thy crook, no more to plains refort. 
Look round on all the beauties of the Courts- 
There (hall thy merit find a worthy flame. 
Some nymph of equal wealth and equal name. 
Think, if thefe offers (hould thy wiih obtain. 
And fhould theruflick beauty ftoop to gain : 
Thy heart could ne'er prolong th' unequal fire» 
The fudden blaze would in one year expire ; 
Then thy rafli folly thou too late flialt chide^ 
To Poverty and bafe-born blood ally'd ; 

Her 
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Her vulgar tongue fhall animate the ftrife. 
And hourly difcord vex thy future liie. 

Ltcidas. 
Such is the force thy faithful words impart. 
That like the galling goad they pierce my heart. 
You think fair virtue in my breaft rcfidca. 
That honefl truth my lips and adiions guides. 
Deluded fhepherd, xould yon view my foul, . > 
You'd fee it with deceit and treach'ry foul ; 
I*m bafe, perfidious. Ere from Court I came. 
Love fingled from the train a beauteous dame 1 
The tender maid my fervent vows believM, 
My fervent vows the tender maid deceived. 
Wliy doft thou tremble ?— why thus heave thy fighs f 
Why deal the iilent forrows from thy eyes ? 

DlONB. 

Sure the foft lamb hides rage within his breaily 
And cooing turtles are with hate pofleft ; 
When from ib fweet a tongue flow fraud and lies. 
And thofe meek looks a perjur'd heart diiguife. 
Ah ! who fhall now on faichlefs man depend ? 
The treach'roiis lover proves as falfe a friend, 

Lycidas. 
When with Dione^s love my bofbm glow'd» 
Firm conftancy and truth fincere I vow'd ; 
But fince Partbenia^s brighter charms were known. 
My love, my conllancy and truth are flown. 

DlONB. 

Are not thy hours with confcious angnifh flung ? 
Swift vengeance muft o'ertake the perjur'd tongue« 
The Gods the caufe of injur'd love afiert. 
And arm with flubbom pride Partbtnia*^ heart. 

Lycidas* 
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Lycidas, 
Go, try her ; tempt her v/ith my birth and Hate, 
Stronger ambition will fabdne her hate. 

DiONE. 

O rather torn thy thoughts on that loft maid, 
Whofc hourly fighs thy faidilcfi oath upbraid ! 
Think you behold her at the dead of night, 
Plac'd by the glimmering tapcr*s pAy light. 
With aU your letters ipread before her view. 
While trickling tears the tender lines bedew ; 
Sobbing flie reads the peij Vies o'er and o^er. 
And her long nights kndw peaceful fteep no more. 

Lycidas. 
Let me forget her. 

DlOKB. 

O falfe youth, relent ; 
Think ihouM Partbenia to thy hopes confcnt ; 
When Hymen joins your hands, and muf}ck*s voice 
Makes the glad echoes of thy domes rejoice. 
Then fhall Dione force the crowded hall. 
Kneel at thy feet, and loud for juftice call : 
Could you behold her weltering on the ground. 
The purple dagger reeking from the ^ound ? 
Could you unniov'd this dreadful fight furvey ? 
Such fatal fcenes ih^ftain the bridal day. 

Lycidas. 
The horrid thought iinks deep into my fool. 
And down my cheek unwilling forrows roll. 

DlOlTE. 

From this new flame you may as ytt recede. 

Or have you doom'd that gniltlds maid fliaU bleed ? 

Lycidas. 
Name her no more.— Hafle, feek d(e fylvan Fair. 

DiONB. 
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DlON£« 

Should the rich proiFer tempt her Uft'mng ear^ 
Bid^all your peace adieu. O barbarous youths 
Can yottfwego your honour, love, and truth? 
Yet fliottld Partbenia wealth and title flight. 
Would juftice then reftore Dtonii right ? 
Would you then dry her ever-falling tears ; 
And blefs with honeft love your future years ? 

Lycidas. 
Ill in yon (hade thy wiih'd return attend ; 
Come, quickly come, and cheer thy fighing friend. 

\Exit Lycidas* 

DiONE. 

Should her proud foul refift the tempting bait, 
Should flie coBtenm his profi^d wei^th and ilate. 
Then I once more his peijur'd heart may move» 
And in his bofa*i wake the dying lore. . 
As the pale wretch involvM in doubts and fears. 
All trembling tn the jiuigment^hall appears $ 
So fliall4 fbmd before ?mthm^^ eyBs^< 
For as ihe dooms, Dhm lives or dies. 



ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I, 

Lycidas, Parthemia nfleep in a hmeir. 

Lyciclas. 

MAY no rude wind die ruftlmg T3ranchc8 more ; 
Breathe foft, ye filcnt gales, nor wake my Loire. 
Ye fhepheTds, piping homeward on the. way. 
Let not the (Uftaflt echoes learn your ky; t 
Strain not, ye nightingales, lyonf waarbling.tlptife. 
May no loud (hake prt)k>ng the. flirillear note/ . 
Left (he awake* O Sleep, fecttrehcreyce,i- ' !. . 
That I may gaze ; for if (he wake, ihe flics;. ' 
While eafy dreams compoie her peaceful foul. 
What anxious cares within my bofom roll I 
If tir*d with fighs beneath the beech 1 lie. 
And languid flumber clofe my weeping eye, 
Her lovely vifion rifes to my view. 
Swift flies the nymph, and fwift would I purfue ; 
1 Urive to call, my tongue has loft its found ; 
Like rooted oaks, my feet benumm'd are found j 
Struggling I wake. Again my forrows flow. 
And not one flatt'ring dream deludes my woe. 
What innocence ! how meek is ev'ry grace I 
How fweet the fmile that dimples on her face. 



Calm 
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Calm as the floeping ieas ! but fliould my fighs 
Too rudely breathe, what angry Aorms wojHdrife ! 
Tho' the fair rofe with beauteoas bloih is crown'd* 
Beneath her fragrant leaves the thorn is found ; 
The peachy that with inviting crimfon blooms. 
Deep at the heart die cank'ring worm confumes; 
'Tis thus, alas ! thoie lovely features hide 
Difdain and anger and refentful pride. 



SCENE a 

Lycidas, Dion£, Parthenia, 

Lycidas* 

Hath profFer'd greatneft yet o'ercome her hate ? 
And docs (he languiih for the glitt'ring bait ? 
Againil the fwain ihe jnight her pride fupport. 
Can (he fubdue her fex, and fcorn a Court ? 
Perhaps in dreams the fhining vilion charms. 
And the rich bmoelet fpaikks on her arms ; 
In fancy 'd heaps "riie golden treafure glows : 
•Partbmth wake; all this -diy fwain beftows. 

DtOlTE. 

Sleeps (he in thefe clofe bowers f 

Lycidas. 
— — Lo ! there Ihe lies. 

DiONE. 

may no ftartling found unfeal her eyts^ 
And drive her hence away. Till now, in vai« 

1 trod the winding wood and weary plain. 

Vol. 11. I Hcncf, 
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Hence, Lyddas\ beyond thofe (hades repofe, 
Whik I thy fortune and thy birth difclofe. 

Lycidas. 
May I Parthenia to thy friendfhip owe I 

DiONE. 

O rather think on loft Dioni^ woe ! 
Muft ihe thy broken faith for ever moom. 
And will that jailer paffion ne'er return ? 

.Lycidas. 
Upbraid me not ; but go. Her flumbers chafe ; 
And in her view the bright temptation plape. 

[Exit Lycidas. 



SC E N E IIL 

. DioNE, Parthbnia. 

DiONE. 

Now flames the weftem flue with golden beams. 
And the ray kindles on the quiv'ring ftreams ; 
Long flights of crows, high-croaking from their food. 
Now feek the nightly covert of the wood ; 
The tender grafs with dewy cryftal bends. 
And gath'ring vapour from the heath afcends. 
Shake ofFthis downy reft; wake, gentle maid, 
Truft not thy charms beneath the noxious fliade« 
Parlhemat rife. 

Parthenia. 

What voice alarms my ear ? 
Away. Approach not. Hah ! Jlexis there ! 

Let 
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-. together to tlie vales dffcend, 

"-/iiiuiu the folds our bleating charge attend ; 
But let me hear no more th^t fhepherd's name. 
Vex not my quiet with his hateful flame. 

^ DiONE. 

Can I behold him gafpingon the ground> 
And feek no healing herb to ftaunch the wound ? 
For thee continual iighs confume his heart» 
*Tis you alone can core-die bleeding fmart. 
Once more I come the moving cauie to plead ; 
If flill his fufF'rings cannot intercede. 
Yet let my friendlhip do his paifion right. 

And fliow thy love^ in his native ligkt. 
Parthenia, 

Why in dark myft'ry arc thy words involved ? 

If Lycidas you mean \ know, Tm refolv'd. 
Dions. 

Let not thy kindling rage my words rdlrain. 

Know then, Fanbinia flights no vulgar fwaifi. 

For thee he bears the (crip and fylvan crook. 

For thee the glories of a Court forfook. 

May not thy heart the wealthy flame decline 1 

His honours, his poflefltoiif» all are chine. 

PAliTkslMlAt 

If he's a Courtie*, O y^ Nymphs, beware ; 
Thofe who moil promiichate the leaft flncere* 
The quick-ey'd hawk flioots headlong from above. 
And in his pounces bears the treqibiing dovo; 
The pilf 'ring wolf o'er-leaps the f<^*8 defence. 
But the falfe Courtier preys on innocence. 
If he's a Courtier, O ye Nyinphs, beware : 
Thofe who moft proniife are the leafl fincere. 

I t DiOKE. 
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Dions. ; • 

Alas ! thou ne'«r haft prDv*d the fwccts of State, 
Nor known that feaiak pleafure^ to be great. 
*Tis for the town ripe clufters load the poles. 
And all our Autumn crowns the Courtier's bowls ; 
For him our woods the red-ey'd pheafkdt breed. 
And annual coveys in our harveft feed ; 
For him with fruit the bending branch is ftor'd. 
Plenty pours all her bleffings on his board. 
If (when th^ market to the city calls) 
We chance to pafs befide his palace walls^ 
Does not his.hftll with mnfick^fr voice refound. 
And the floor tremble with the dancor's bound ? 
Such are the pleafures lycidas ihall give. 
When thy relenting bofombids him live. 

F'ARTHfiNIA. 

See yon gay goldfinch hop irom fpray to fpray. 
Who fings a £wewell to the partii^g day ; 
At large, he flies o'^r lull and dale aiid down ; 
Is not each buih, each fpwadhig tree his own ? 
And canft thou think he'll quit his native brier. 
For the bright t2^x)'er-afch^d with golden wine ? 
What then are honoors, poonp aivd .gold «> me ? 
Arethofe a pice to purohafe Uberty ! 

DYafiE. 
Think, when ^t HymfkaltofcYi^M bfeze, 
And on the folemn rites die virgins gaae ; 
When tfiy foir locks -with glitt^wng^ems are gtac'd, 
An4 the bright zone &aU ^parfcle round thy waift. 
How will their hearts with cnyious forrow pibc. 
When Lyciilasih2^\ jmn^his ha»d to .thine ! 

pA>RT^*fEKIA. 

And y«t, Alexis, all that pon^ and (how 
Arc oft' the varniih of internal woe. 

When 
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When the chaftc famb k hom her Mqrtkdy 
And interwovefk gaiiands pomt her heact; 
The gazing floek» all emriowof her pnde> 
Behold her ikippisg by die Priefteft^ fide ; 
Each hopes the &mr*ty wreath with loaging eyes^; 
While ihe, alaa ! k kd ttt &cri6ce I 
Thus walks the bride ia aU her ilate arvay'd> . 
The gaze and envy* of eaeh Awighttefs maid^ 

DiOKB. 

As yet her tongue relifts the tempting (nare» 
And guards my panting boibm from ^tfyuir. ^jffidt^ 
Can thy ftrong fool thb noble flame forego I 
Muflfiieh a longer waie hk fife in woe ? 

PARTnBKIA. 

Tell him, his gifts I fcorti ; not all his art» 
Not all his ftattery fktiR ibdoce my heart. 
Coortiersy I know, Mre dilciplifi^d to elieat» 
Their infant lipft are taught to Hfp deceit ; 
Toprqr oneafy nysplK^ thc^ raige the flladct» 
And vainly boalb of innoeence betrayM; 
Chafte hearts, unleam'd in fMfhood^ they aflkil,. 
And think our ear wiUdrsnk the gratefoJLtak: 
No. Lycidas fliall ne'er my peace deftroy, 
rU guard my virtue, and content enjoy. 

DiONB. 

So ftrong a paflion in my bofom bums. 
Whene'er his foul is griev'd, Alexis mourns i 
Canft thou this importuning ardor blame ? 
Would not thy tongue for friendfhip urge the (ame I 

Parthenia. 
Yes, blooming fwain. You (how an honeft mind; 
I fee it,^ with the pureft flame refin'd. 

1 5 Who 
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Who ihall compare love's mean and groTs defne 

To the chafte zeal of friendihip's facrtd fire ? 

By whining love our weaknefs is confeft ; 

But ftronger friendfhip (hows a virtuous breaft. 

In Folly's heart the ihort*liv*d blase may glow^ 

Wifdom alone can purer friendihip know« - 

Love is a fudden blaze which foon decays, 

Friendihip is like the fun's eternal rays ; 

Not daily benefits ex^auil the flame. 

It (till is giving, and dill burns the fame ; 

And.could j^iexis from his ft^ul remove 

All the low images of grofler love ; 

Such mild, fuch gentle looks thy heart declare. 

Fain would my breaft thy faithful friendfliip ihare. 

Dl#NS* 

How dare you in the difF'rent fejc confide ? 

And feek a friendihip which yo^ ne'er have try'd? 

Parthenia. * 
Yes, I to thee could give tip all my heart. 
From thy chafte eye no wanton glances dart ; 
Thy modeft lips convey no thought impure, 
With thee may flridteH virtue walk fecure. 

DlONE. 

Yet can I fafely on the nymph depend, 
Whofe unrelenting Icorn can kill my friend ! 

Parthenia. 
Accufe me not, who aft a generous part ; 
Had 1, like city maids, a fraudfu) heart. 
Then had his proffers taught my foul to feign. 
Then had I vilely ftoopt to fordid gain. 
Then had I iigh'd for honours, pomp and gold, 
And for unhappy chains my freedom fold. 
If you would fave him, bid him leave the plain. 
And to his native city turn again i 

There, 
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There» ihall his paflion Jind a ready care. 
There not one dame reiifts the glittering lure. 

DlONE. 

All this I frequent urg*d, but urgM \n vain. 
Alas ! thou only canft aiTwage his pain ! 



SCENE IV. 
DiOKE, Parthenia, Lycidas. 

Lycidas. 
Why ftays Akxis f can my bofom bear 
Thus long alternate florms of hope and fear f 
Yonder they walk ; no frowns hsr brow diiguifi?,. 
Bat love confenting fparkles in her eyes ; 
Here will I liften, here, impatient wait. 
Spare mey Partbtniat and reiignthy hate. [AfUle^ 

Parthenia. 
WJien LycUas ihall to the Court repair. 
Still IttJUxh love his fleecy care ; 
Still let him choofe cool grots and fylvan bowers, 
A ad let Parthenia ih^t his peaceful hours. 

Lycidas. 
What do I hear ? my friendfhip is betray'd ; 
The treach*rous rival has feduc*d the maid. [jfJUe* 

Parthenia. 
With thee, where bearded goats defcend thefleep. 
Or where, like winter's fnow, the nibbling iheep 
Cloath the flope hills ; Til pafs the cheerful day. 
And from thy reed my voice ihall catch the lay, 

I 4 But 



,y Google 



175 1> I O N E. 

But fee, fiill Evening fpreadt htrdaOsy wings. 
The fiocki flow-moring from the mifty fprings. 
Now feek their fold. Come, ihepherd» let's zwaj. 
To clofe the lateft labours of the day. 

[EiCiUHt hand in band. 



SCENE V. 

Lr^iDiTS* 
My troabled heart what dire difaftert rend ? 
A fcornfttl miflrcfs, and a treacherous friend! 
Would you be cozen'd, more than woman can, 
Unlock your bofbm to perfidious man. 
One faithful woman have thefeeyes beheld, 
And againft her this peijur'd heart rebelled : 
But iearch as far as earth's wide bounds extend, 
Where ihall the wretched find one faithful friend ? 



S C EN E ^\ 

Lycidas, Dione. 

Lycidas. 
Why ftarts the (Wain ? why turn his eyes away. 
As if amidft his path the viper lay ? 
Did I not to thy charge my heart confide } 
Did Tnot truft thee near Pfartbinm\ fKdtf 
As htrcAc flcpt f 

DiONB. 



,y Google 



D I O N E. 177, 

DiONE. 

She ftraight my call obcyMt 

And downy flumber left the lovely maid ; 
As in the morn awakes the folded rofe. 
And all around her breathing odour throws ^ 
So wak*d Partbenia, 

Lycidas. 
*—— Could thy guarded heart. 
When her full beauty glow'd, put by the darti 
Yet, on AUxh let my foul depend ; 
'Tis moft ungenerous to fufpeia a friend. 
And thouy 1 hope, haft well that name prefeit 

DiONE. 

O could thy piercing eye difcem my breaft ! 
Could'ft thou the fee rets of my bofbm fee. 
There ev*ry thought is fill'd with cares for thee. 

Lycidas. 
Is there, againil hypocrify, defence. 
Who cloaths her words and looks with innocence f 

Szy^ fhepherd, when you proffer'd wealth and flate^ 
Did not her fcom and fuppled pride abate ? 

DldfTE. 

As fparkling di'moads to the feathered trains 
Whtf ferape the winnow'd chaff in fearch of giain ; 
Such to the ibepher defs the Court appears : 
Content ihe fecks, andfptM-ns tho& glittering cares. 

Lycidas. 
*Tis ndt im woman graadeur to ds^pifii, 
'Tis not h€mi Couns, ^omi me alone file flieii^ 
Did not my paffion fufFer like difgrace. 
While ihe beUev'd me born of fylvan race ? 

I 5 Doft 
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Doft thou not think, thb prouded of her kind 
Has to forac rival fwain her heart r^fign'd ? 

DiONE. 

No rival ihepherd her difdain can move ; 
Her frozen bofom is averfe to love. 

Lycidas. 
Say, art thou fure, that this ungrateful fair 
Scorns all alike, bids all alike defpair ? 

DiONE. 

How can 1 know the fecrets.of her heart ? 

Lycidas. 
Anfwer fincere, nor from the queftion ftart. 
Say, in her glance was never love confeft. 
And is no fwain diflinguifh'd from the reft ? 

DiOne. 
O Lycidai^ bid all thy troubles ceafe ; 
Let not a thought on her difturb thy peace. 
May juftice bid thy former paffion wake ; 
Think how Dione fuiFers for thy fake : 
Let not a broken oath thy honour (lain. 
Recall thy vows, and feek the town again. 

Lycioas. 
What means Alexis ? where's thy friendfhip flown ? 
Why am I banifh'd to the hateful town ? 
Hath fome new fhepherd warm'd Parthenias breaft ? 
And does my love his amorous hours moleU ? 
Is it for this thou bidil me quit the plain } 
Yes, yes, thou fondlj' lov'ft this rival fwain. 
When fxrft my cheated foul thy friendfhip woo'd, 
^ To my warm heart I took the vip'rous brood. 

DiONE. 

-Why am I accus'd ? 



y jealous mind is by weak fears abus'd. 
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Lycidas. 
Was not thy bofom fraught with falfe defign ^ 
Didft thou not plead his caufe, and give up mine I 
Let not thy tongue evafive anfwerfeek ; 
The confciou« Cfimfon rifes on thy cheek : 
Thy coward confcience, by thy guilt difmay'd,, 
Shakes in each joint, and owns that Urn betray'd. 

JDlONE. 

How my poor heart is wrong'd I O fpare thy friend ! 

Lycipas. 
Seek notdeteded falfehood to defend. 

DlONE. 

Beware, left blind fofpiciOn rafhly blame, 

Lycidas. 
Own thyfelf then the rival of my flame.. 
If this be fhe for whom Alexis fin'dr 
She now no more is to thy vowi unkind. 
Behind the thicket's twifted verdure laid, 
I wi$nefs*d cv*ry tender thing fhe faid ; 
I faw bright pleafurc kindle in her eyes, . 
Love warm'd each feature at thy foft replies- 

DlONE.. * 

Yethearmefpeak. 

Lycidas, 
^*,— In vain is all defence; 
Did not thy treacherous hand condud her hence ?. 
Hafte, from my fight. Rage burns in ev'ry vein ;. 
Never approach my juft revenge again. 

DXONE. 

O fearch my heart ; there injured truth thou'lt find.. 

Lycidas. 
Talk not. of Truth ; long fmce (he left mankind. 

So- 



,y Google 



i8o D J O N E. 

So finootli a fongue ! and yet fo falfe a heart ! 

Sure Courts ^rfk taught thee fawning friendfhip's art I 

No. Thou art falfe by nature. 

DiONE. 

— Let me dear 

This heavy charge, and prove ray trnft £ncere. 

LrciDAs. 
Boaft then her favours ; fay» what happy hour 
Next calls to meet her in th' appointed bower; 
Say, when and where you met. 

DiONff. 

Be rage fuppreft. 

In tabbing mine, yon wouAd Paribenia^g breaft. 
She faid, flie Hill defy'd Love's keeneft dart ; 
Yet purer friendfiiip might divide her heart, 
Friendihip's iincerer bands fhe wiih'd to prove. 

LTCinAi. 
A woman's friendihip ever ends in love. 
Think notthefe fooHfh tales my faith command; 
rid not I fee thee prefs her fnowy hand ? 
O may her pailton like thy frienckyplaft 1 
May (he betray the« ere a day be pad ! 
Hence then. Away. Thou'rt hatefftil to nf fight, 
Apd thus I fpurn the fawning hypocrite. 

[Exit Lycidas. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VIl 

IhoNE. 
Was ever grief like mine ! O wretched maid ! 
My friendihip wrong'd ! my conftant love bctray'd ! 
Misfortune haaats my iiqpa where'er 1 go. 
And all my da)^ aie ovteratft with woe. 
Long have i ftroiee th' increafing load to bear. 
Now faints ay foul^ and fi»ks into dcfj^air • 
O lead me to the hanging mountain's cell'. 
In whofe brown cli£s the fowkof darknefs dweU ; 
Where waters, tricMing down the rifted wall. 
Shall lull my forrows with the dnkling* fall. 
There feek thy grave. How caaft thou bear the light. 
When banifh'd ever from MnmtMkr^s fight! 



S C B N B Via 

DioNE, Laura. 

Lav»m 
Why hangs a d^ud of grief upon: thjr brows ? 
Does the proudf nymph accept Ewmthrh vows ? 

DiaKB'. 
Can I bear Itfe with tfttefe new pangs oppreftf 
Again he- tears me from his faidilefs breaA r 
A perjurM Lover iiri! he fought thefe pls^s. 
And now my friendihip like my lovcdiidate. 

A* 
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As I new ofFers to Parthenia made, 
ConceaPd he flood behind the woodbine (hade. 
He fays, my trcach'rous tongue his heart betray'd,. 
That my fjdfe fpeeches have mif-led the maid ; 
With groundlefs fear he. thus his foul deceives ;; 
What frenzy di^tes, jealoufy believes. 

Lauaa. 
Refign thy crook, put off this manly veil. 
And let the wrong'd Diene ftand confeft ; 
When he (hall learn what forrows thou haft bom,, 
And find that nought reknts Partbima*s fcorn,. 
Sure he will pky thee. 

DiONE. 

No, Lauray nov 
Should!, alas! the fylvan drefs forego. 
Then might he think that I her pride foment^ 
That injur'd love inftru^s me to refent ; 
Our fecret enterprize might fatal prove : 
Msirfiies^the plague of perfecuting love'. 

Laura. 
Avoid Parthenia ; left his rage grow warm,. 
And jealoufy refolve fome fatal harm. 

DiONE. 

O Laura, if thou chance the youth to find. 
Tell him what torments vex my anxioismind ; 
Should I once more his awful prefence feek. 
The filent tears woiild bathe.my glowing cheek ;. 
By rifing fighs my fault'ring voice be ftay'd. 
And trembling fear too foon confefs the maid. 
Hafte, Laura, then; his vengeful foul alTuage,, 
•Tell him, I'm guiltlefs ; cool his blinded rage ;, 
Tell him that truth fincerc my friendihip brought,^ 
Let him not cherifh oneTufpicioUs thougj^t^ 



Then 
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(Then' to convince him, his diftruft was vain, 
Vl\ never, never fee that nymph again. 
This way he we»t. 

Laura. 

See, at the call of night. 

The ilar of ev'nirtg fheds his filver light 
High o'er yon weflern hill : the cooling gales 
Frefh odours breathe along the winding dale^ ; 
Far from their home as yet oor flvepherds ftf ay. 
To clofe withchearful walk the fultry day. 
Methinks from ikr 1 hear the piping fwain ; 
Hark, in the breeze now fwells, now flnk$ the {brain I 
Thither rilfeek him. 

DiONE. 

—While thisJength of glade 
Shall lead me pediive through the fable (hade ^ 
Whereon the branches mnrmur rufhing winds ; 
Grateful as falling floods to tove-fick minds. 
O may this path to Death's dark vale defcenJ! , 
There only, can the wrctohed hope a friand. 



i 

ACT 
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ACTV. SCENE L 

A Wood. 

DiONE, Cleakthes^ (who Uis wom^d in 4t 
dijiant part ofibe Jiagt.) 

DiONB. 

THE moon ferene now climbs ih* aerial way ^ 
See, at her fight ten thoufand flars decay : 
With trembling gleam Ihe tips the filent groire» 
While all benead^ the chequer'd ihadows move. 
Tarn back thy filver axles, downward roll, 
Darknefs beft fits the horrors of my foul. 
Rife, rife, ye clouds : the face of heav'n deform. 
Veil the bright Goddefs in a fable fiorm : 
O look not down upon a wretched maid ! 
Let thy bright torch the happy lover aid. 
And light his wandring footfteps to the bower 
Where the kind nymph attends th' appointed hour. 
Yet thou haft leen unhappy love like mine ; 
Did not thy lamp in heav'n*s blue forehead ihine. 
When Jbifie fought her love along the gl^e ? 
Didilthotf not then behold the gleaming blade. 
And gild the fatal4>oint that fiabb'd her breaft ? 
^oon I, like her, ihall feek the realms of reft. 



Let 
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Let groves of mournful yew a wretch furround ! 
O footh my ear with melancholy found ! 
The village curs now ftretch their yelling throat. 
And dogs from didant cots return the note ; 
The rav'nous wolf along the valley prowls. 
And with his famiih'd cries the mountain howls. 
But hark ! what fudden noife advances near ? 
Repeated groans alarm my frighted ear I 

ClEANTH£S. 

Shepherd, approach ; ah ! fly not through the glade* 
A wretch all dy'd with wounds invokes thy aid. 

DlX>MB. 

Say then, unhappy flraagei^ how you ble4 ; 
Colled thy fpiiitS9 ndfe thy drooping head. 

[Cleanthes rai/es himfelfon hit arnu 

horrid £ghtl Ckamtbek gafping lies ; 

And Deadif 8 black fhadow« float before his eyes. 
Unknown in thii difgoiie) Fll check my woe. 
And learn what bloody hand luu ftruck the blow. 

Say, youth, ere Fate thy feeUe voice confounds. 
What led thee hither \ whence thefe purple wounds ? 

Ci^BANTHKS, 

Stay, fleeting life ; vbsk^ ilrength awhile* prevail. 
Left my clos'd lips confine th' imperfed tale« 
Ere the ftreak'd Eafl grew warm with amber ray, 

1 from the dty tpok my doubtful way. 

Far o'er the plains I ibnght a beauteous maid. 
Who from the Court, in thefe wide forefts ftray'd. 
Wanders unknown ; as J, with weary pain, 
Try'4 ev'ry path, and op'ning glade, in vain ; 
A band of thieves, forth-rufliing from the wood, 
Uniheath'd their daggers warm with daily blood ; 

Deep 
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JDcep in my bres^ft the barbVous ftcd is dy'd. 
And purple hands the golden prey divide. 
Hence are thefe mangling wounds. Say, gentle fwaiii* 
If thou haft known among the fylvan train 
The vagrant nymph I feefc ? 

DiONE. 

What mov'd thy care, 
Thus, in thefe pathlefs wilds to fearch the fair ? 

Clsantrbs. 
I charge you, O ye daughters of the grove, 
Ve Naiads^ who the mofly fountains love. 
Ye happy fwains, who range the paftures wide. 
Ye tender nymphs, who feed your flocks befide j 
If my laft gafping breath can pity move. 
If eVr ye knew the pangs of flighted love. 
Show her, I charge you, where CUantbes dy'd ; 
The grafs yet reeking with the fangoine tide* 
A father's power to me the virgin gave. 
But flie difdain'd to live a nuptial flave ; 
60 fled her native home. 

DlONB. 

Tis then from thee 
Springs the foul fource of all her mifery . 
Could'ft thou, thy felfifli appetite to pleafe. 
Condemn to endlefs woes another's peace I 

Cleanthis. 
O fpare me ; nor my haplefs love upbraid, 
While on my heart Death's frozen hand is Idid ! 
Go, feek her, guide her where Cleantbes bled ; 
When flic furveys her lover pale and dead. 
Tell her, that fince flie fled my hateful fight, . 
Without remorfe I fought the realms of night, 
Methinks I fee her view thefe poor remains. 
And on her cheek indecent gladnefs reigns ! 



Full 



,y Google 



D I O N £. r57 

Full in her prcfcnce cold Ckanthes lies. 
And not one tear ftands trembling in her eyes ! 
O let a figh jny haplefs fate deplore ! 
CleoHtbes now controuls thy love no more. 

DiONB. 

How fhall my lids confine thefe rifmg woes ? [Afisle. 

Cleanthes. 
O might I fee her, ere Death's finger clofe 
Thefe tyts for ever ! might her foften'd brcaft 
Forgive my love with too- much ardor preft I 
Then I with peace could yield my lateft breath. 

DiONB. 

Shall I not calm the fable hour of death» 

And fliow my fclf before him f— — Hah ! he dies. 

See, from his trembling lip the fpirit flics I [A($Ji. 

Suy yet awhile. Diom flands confeft. 

He knows me not. He faints, he ^ks to reft. 

Clbantres.^ 
^ell her, fince all my hopes in her were lofl. 
That death was welcome [Dies* 

DiONB. 

What fudden gufts of grief my bofom rend I 

A parent's curfes o'er my head impend 

For difobedient vows ; O wretched maid^ 

Thofe very vows Evmndir hath bctray'd. . 

See, at thy feet Cleanthes bath*d in blood I 

For love of thee he trod this lonely wood ; 

Thou art the cruel autlf refs of his fate ; 

He falls by thine, thou, by Evander^ hate. 

When fhall my foul know reft \ Cleanthes flain 

No longer fighs and weeps for thy difdain. 

Thou ftill art curft with love. Bleed, virgin, bleed. 

How fhall a wretch from anxious life be freed I 

My 
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My troubled brain with fudden frenzy bums,' 
And ihatter'd thought now thit, now that way toms. 
What do I fee thus gUtt'ring on the plains ? 
Hah ! the dread fword yet warm withxiimibn ftains I 

[Tain up tbt dagger • 



SCENE n. 

DioN£> Partnkkia. 

PARTirBtriA. 

Sweetis die walk when night has cooPd the hoar. 
This path diredb «ie to my fylvafi bower. \Afiii. 

DiONE* 

Why is my foul with fudden fear difinay'd ? 
Why drops my trembling hand the pointed blade ? 
O firing my arm with force ! \AJide* 

Parthenia. 

— Methought a noifc 

Broke through the filent air, like human voice. \AJide^ 

DlONE. 

One well-aim'd blow fhall all my pangs remove, 
Grafp firm the fatal f{eel, and ceafe to love. \AfidM. 

Parthenia. 
> Sure 'twas AUxis. Hah ! a fword difplay'd ! 
The ftreaming luftre darts acrofs the ihade. \AJidt. 

DiOKB. 
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DiONE. 

msy jtieav n.new vigour UFmy fcml Injpart, 

And guide the defp'rate weapon to my heart ! [AfiHe. 

Parthenia. • 

May I the meditated death arreft ! [ffo/ds Dione'/;^^iw/. 
Strike not, raih fliephcrd ; ipare thy guiltlefs breafh- 
O give me-ftrength to Bay the threaten'd harm. 
And wrench the daggor ^omhis lifted arm ! 

DlO^E. 

What cruel hand with-holds the welcome blow f 
In giving life, yon but prolong my woe. 
O^ay not thus th' expeded ftroke impend ! 
Unlooie thy grafp, and let fwift death defcend. 
But if yon' murder thy red hands hath dy 'd ; 
Here. Pierce me deep j let forth the vital tide. 

[Dione ^u/ti the dagger* 
Parthbnia. 
Wait not thy -fate ; but this way turn thy eyes : 
My virgin hand no purple murder dyes> 
Turn then, Alexis ; and Farthenia know, 
'Tis fheprotcAs thee froni the fatal blow. 

DiONE. 

Muft the night-watches by my. fighs be told ? 
And muft thefe eyes another morn behold 
Through dazling floods of tears ? ungen'rous maid. 
The friendly llroke is by thy hand delay 'd ; * 
Call it not mercy to prolong my breath ; 
'Tis but to torture me with lingering death. 

Farthenia. 
What moves thy hand to ad this bloody part ? 
Whence are thefe gnawing pangs that tear thy heart? 
Is that thy friend who lies before thee flain ? 
Is it his wound that reeks upon the plain ? 
Is't Ljcidas ? 

. OlONB. 
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DiONB. 

■■ ■ -No, I tim rtrangcr loiniay 
Ere chilly death hb frozen tongue had bound. 
He faid ; A% at the rofy dawn of day. 
He from the city took his vagrant way, 
A murd'ring band pour'd on him from the wood, 
Firil fciz'dhis gold, then bath'd their fwords in blood. 

Parthem'ia. 
You, whofe ambition labours to be great. 
Think on the perils which on rijches wait. 
Safe are the fhepherd's paths ; when fober Even 
Streaks with pale light the bending arch of Heaven, 
From danger free, through defarts wild he hies, 
The rifing fmoke far o'er the mountain fpies. 
Which marks his diftant cottage ; on he fares^ 
For him no murd'rers lay their nightly fnares ; 
They pafs him by, they turn their fleps away : 
Safe Poverty was ne'er the villain's prey. 
At home he lies fecure in eafy fleep. 
No bars his ivy-mantled cottage keep ; 
No thieves in dreams the fancy'd dagger hold. 
And drag him to deteft the buried gold ; 
Nor ftarts he from his couch aghafl and pale. 
When the door murmurs with the hollow gale. 
While he, whofe iron coffers ruft with wealth. 
Harbours beneath his roof Deceit and Stealth ; 
Treach'ry with lurking pace frequents his walks. 
And clofe behind him horrid Murder ftalks. 
*Tis tempting lucre makes the villain bold. 
There lies a bleeding facrifice to gold. 

DiONE. 

To live, is but to wake to daily cares. 
And journey through a tedious vale of tears. 

Had 
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Had yoa not rufli'd between, my life had flown ; 
And I, like him, no more had forrow known. 

Parthenia. 
When anguifh in the gloomy bofom dwells. 
The counfel of a friend the cloud difpels. 
Give thy breatt vent, the fecret grief impart. 
And fay what woe lie« heavy at thy heart. 
To fave thy life kind Heaven has fuccour fent. 
The Gods by me thy threaten'd fate prevent. 

DlONE, 

No. To pr«vcnt it, is beyond thy power-; 

Thou only canft defer the welcome hour. 

When you the lifted dagger turn'd afide. 

Only one road to death thy force deny'd ; 

Still fate is in my reach. From mountains high. 

Deep in whofe fliadow craggy ruins lie, 

Can I not headlong fling this weight of woe. 

And dafli out life againfl the flints below ? 

Are there not flreams, and lakes, and rivers wide. 

Where my laft breath may bubble on the tide ? 

No. Life fliall never flatter me again. 

Nor fliall to-morrow bring new flghs and pain.^ 

Parthenia. 
Can I this burthen of thy foul relieve, 
And'calm thy grief? 

Dions. 
■ If thou wilt comfort give. 

Plight me thy word, and to that word be jufl ; 
When poor Jlexis fliall be laid in dufl. 
That pride no longer fliall command thy mind, 
That thou wilt fpare the friend I leave behind. 
I know his virtue worthy of thy breaft. 
JL^ng in thy love may Lycidas be blefl I 

Parthen/a. 
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Part«enia. 
That fwain (who would my ltl>ertycoiitrstf]y 
To pleafe fome (hoit-HvM trsn%ort of kis foul) 
Shows, while hk tmportaBiiig £ame4ei«io¥ttfiy- 
That 'tis not me, himfblf alone he loves. 
O live* nor leave him by ihisfbrtiuie preft ; 
'Tis fhameful to defert a friemi di^eft. 

BtOKB. 

Alas ! a wretch like me no lofs would prove. 
Would kind Partbenia Hften to his love. 

Parthevi-a. 
Why hides thy bofom this myfterious grief ? 
Eafe thy o*erburthen*d heart, 4tnd hope-r€ief, 

DiONE. 

What profits it to touch thy tender breat, 1 

Withwrongs> like mine, which ne*er canije Te<keft ? 
Let in my heart the fatal fecret die. 
Nor call up forrow in another*s eye ! 



S C E N E HL 

DfoNE, Parthenia, Lycii>as. 

Lycidas. 
Jf Laura right diredl the darkfome ways. 
Along thefc paths the penfive fhepherd flrays. [j4fiJe. 

DiONE. 

Let not a tear for me roll down thy cheek. 

O would my throbbing fighs my heart-llrix>gs break f 
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Why was jny breaft the lifted ikrol^e deiiyM ? 
Muft thep again the deathful d«ed b^ try'd;? 
Yes. 'Ti^refolv'4. 

\^^ [-S^^^^^ '^^ V^^/ryjrflw Paithenia. 
If- . » . . -/ Parthekia, . ' f 

—^ Ah, hold; foj-t^^u*, forbear f ' 

LycpioAs. : 
Methoiight I^iftreft with fhricks alarm'4iny car. 

; ., : : Pahth^nia. 

Strike not. Ye Gods, defead him fronf the wound ! 

,.,: . . ,;LyciDAS. . •: ' < .. 

Yes. *TiSr J>«r/i6^«fa|*|_y9lc^ , J ;know the feUttd. 
Some fylvan ravifher would force the maid. 
And Laura fent me to her virtue'* aid. 
Die, villain, die; and/eel^ the ihades below. 

; ^, [Lycidaa/nat^sfhid^gir/romm^iiC, and 
. ftahs her* , . l 

Whoct*e^ thou arty I blefi ;hec for tlve blow- 

Lyc¥D4s. 
Since Heav'n ordain'd this arm thy life Ihould guard# 
O hear my vows ! be love th^jujl reward. 

' PARTHfiVIA. 

Rather let vengeance.; with her fwifteft fpeedj 
Overtake thy flight, ^^nd recompenfe the deed ! 
Why &ays die thunder in the upper fky ? 
Gather, y^ clouds ; ye forky lightnings, fly : 
On thee may all the wrath of Heav'n defcend, 
Whofe barb'rous hand hath flain a faithful friend. 
Behold Ahxis ! 

LTCIDilS. 

■■ ^ Would that treach'rous boy 
Have forc'd thy virtue to his brutal joy ? 
Vol. II. K What 
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What routed Ilk pdiioii to this bdid, advance ? 
Did e'er tl^ tyea cotaffbfr ohe willii^ glance I , 
I Icnow^ the faithlefs youth his tvKtt b^trajf d ; 
AiMtwoU tk9 cUgger hath my wrongs repaid. 

DiONk. [Rai^g htrfelfon her < 
Breaks not t%miih^9 Toice along the glade i 
Hah f is it he who hoMs^ the reeking blade f 
There j»f4«d »•! •r poifon, fWord, or dart/ 
Thy fi^ithleTs vows, alas ! bad b*oke my heart. [Afidi* 
FakI^AbWia. ' : ^ 

O tremble, fhepherd, §ot thy ra(h offepce. 
The fwQfiift 4(^4 wtli ma«i<ii^diMo6i^ 
His gentle ibol ao famml paiioi! f^M» 
Nor at my bofOm wa# ihfe dagger raisM ; 
Self-murder was kM-aim i ^e youth I found ' 
Wib^UaiU in ckQvtiyt ^Hid ilay^i^the^ihig wound. 

DiONE. •' 

Into what mifchiefs is the lov6r led, . 

Who calls dtewn Vengeiaiice oii hh ptrffifrM head f ' 
O may he ne'er bewail this dei|>6rate deed, 
AadxUiy, tmkaown, unwept, Ihwr^Meod! {^^Sdi. 

Ltct1>as. 
What horrors on the guilty =miftrf attend f 
His confeience had reveng'd an in^'d'ftknd, • 
Hadfl thou not held *e«rofci. In death He Aught 
To lofe the heart-coiittihiin^^pain of thought. 
Did not the fmooth-toagu'd boy perfldiottaf ptove^ 
Plead hisown yaiSon, and betray ray love ^ 

DiONB. 

O let him ne'er this bleeding viaim know ; 
Left his rafli tranf^ort, toVivengfe the blow, 
Should In his dearer heart the dagger I^ain ! 
That wound would pierce iny foul with double pain. 

Parthenia. 
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Parthenia. 
How did his faithful lips (po)v pale aod-cold) 
With moving^I»q*fctace thy ^di unfold ! 

Lycidas* , 
Was he thus feithfilf ? thus, to friendfhip true ? 
Then I'm a wretch. All peace of mind, adieu ! 
If ebbing life yet beat within thy vein, 
Alexis y fpeak ; undofe thofe lids again. 

[Flings himJklfoHlhe ground near Dione. 
See at thy ftcttS^ hwb'fous villain kneel J 
'Tis Lycidm who grtrfp* *^ bteody f&el. 
Thy once lov'd fncnd.— Yet ere 1 ccafe to Uvc^ 
Canft tho% a ^ttx^t^ penitbnt forgive ? 

DlON^. 

"When low beneath the ftble mould I xeft, . 
May a fincerer friendlhip fhare thy bread \ 
Why are thofe hearing groans ? (ah ! ceafc to weep !). 
May my loft name in dark oblivion fleep ; 
Let this fad title no fpeaking ftone declare. 
From future eyes to draw a pitying tear. . , ' 

Let o'er my grave die levying ploiigh^fliare fafs, 
Mark not the fpot ; forget that e^Br I was. 
Then may'ft thou with Partbeniah love be bleft. 
And not one thought on me thy joys moleft ! 
My fkinming eyet are over-piMtfeif^d widi light. 
And darkening fliadowsiaet befi>re my fight : 
M^y'ft ^n be hap))y t akl aiy foul is ik«. {P^i4^ 
Ljn^t^As.' . ^ '^ 

O cruel Ihephefdt&, ^ l^eof thee \Tt tnuthenk^/' 
This fetid deed was dolie< 
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SCE N E ibi hji. 

LyciDAs, Parthbnia, Laura. 

Lavra. 
— — ^lexh flain f 
Lycidas. 
Yes. 'Twasldidit. See this crimfon flAin ! 
My hands with blood of innoct nee are dy'd. 
O may the moon her filvcr beauty hide 
In rolling clouds f my foul abhors the light^ 
Shade, Ihade the wurd'rcr in eternal night ! 

Laura. 
No'rival fhepherd is before thee iaid; 
There bled the chafteft, the fincercll maid 
That ever £ghM for love. 0» her pale face. 
Cannot thy weeping e^es the feature trace 
Of thy once dear Dione ? with wan care 
Sank are thofe ^yt9^ and livid with deipair I 

Lycidas* 
Dtow! 

Laura. 
There pure confUncy lies deadl 
Lycidas. 
May heav'A ihqwer vengeance on this perjur'd head I 
As the dry branch that withers on the ground. 
So, blailed be the hand that gave the wotmd'l '^ 
Off; hold me not. This hea^^ deferves the ftroke ; 
'Tis black with treachery. Yes : the vows are broke 

[Stahs bimftlf. 
Which I {q often fwore. Vain world adieu I 
^hpugh I WM falfe in life, in death Pm true. [Z)/>x* 

Laura* 
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Laura. ^' 

To-morrow Ihall the funeral rites be paid. 
And thefe Love vidlims in one grave be laid. 

Parthenia. 
There fliall the yew her fable branches fpread. 
And mournful cyprefs rear her fringed head. 

> Laura. 

Froth thence ihall thyme and myrtle lend perfume^ 
And laurel ever-green o'erfhade the tomb. 

Parthenia. 
Come, Laura, let us leave this horrid wopd» 
Where ftreams the purple grafs with lovers blood ; 
Come to my bower. And as we forrowing go. 
Let poor Diane's flory feed my woe 
With heart-relieving tears. ■ ■ 

Laura. [PmWiV^ /^ Dione. 
—Unhappy niaid^ 
Had'il thou a parent's jnft command obey'd. 
Thou yet had*ft liv^d.— — But who fhall Love advifh P 
Love fcorns command, and breaks all other ties. 
Henceforth, ye fwains, be true to vows profeft j 
For certain vengeance ^kes the perjor'il brq»ft« ^> 
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